rn 
B EGGAKS OrERA 
As it is Acted at the 


TRA TRE. ROYAL | 


I'N 


Ligcot iws-Inn-FieLDs: | 
= e '1 

—— — 

Written by Mr. GAY, r 


3 WW 
—Nos hee tovimus off nil. Man. Y 
ae 
The Fir TR Epirion. 3 


4 " E 3 : 
— — 4 y . 
— i — = * 
— | » * 23 Py , \ 
7 be v 
4 . 9 a, © 


Dun £1N; 


. | rind by R. R814 kt M 

kes. Rix, G. EwiNG, and W. Sen 
ee in Dame - ret. 

5 — > ES + : bs a | 


N 
f (fun 20 1920 


Con ; 


— 
7 Mr. 1% | 
7 Mr, Hall, 1 
Macheath. Mr. Walker, N 
Filch. Mr, Clark, ? \| # 
a Jemmy T wichen. ' Mr. H. Bul loc ł. 0 1 
Got · Anger a jack. Mr. Houghton, « ' \, 4 
Wat Dreary. Mr, Smith, A i 
Robin of Bag ſhot. | Mr. Lacy. j 
Nimming Ned. K Mr. Pit, | 
Harry Padington. p Macheath Gang. J Mr, Eaton. \ 
Mat of the Mint. Mr Spiller. F 
Ben Budge. Mr. Morgan. 1 
Beggar. | | Mr. Chapman. f * 
Fe. 7 Ur. ward. 
1 . . ele, &c. 2 
— ONE 0 O M E. N. | 7 
Mrs. Peachum. Mrs. Martin. f 2 
© Polly Peachum. Miſs Fenton, * | 
Lucy Lockit. Mrs, Egleton. 
Diana Trapes. Mrs. Martin. 
Mrs, Coaxer, * rs, Holiday, 
Dolly Trull. | Mrs. Lacy. 
| Ars, Vixen, * Mrs. Rice. 
Betty Dox | * the town, j Mrs, Rogers, 
Jenny Diver, a 7 I dirs, Clark. 
—— 33 | Mrs, Morgan. i: 
Tawdry. , Mrs, Palin, 
Molly Brazen, j cs, Sallee. 1 
45.6 | : 
. # INTRO: | 
2 A 


=> 


NTRODUCTION, 


BEGGAR PLAYER. 


3 Pers. F Poverty be a Title to Poetry, 
9 1 I am ſure No- body can diſpute 
mine. I own my ſelf of the Company of 
heggars; and I make one at their weekly 
Feſtials at St. Giles's, I have a ſmall yearly 
allary for my Catches, and am welcome 
to a Dinner there whenever I pleaſe, which 


*| is more than moſt Poets can ſay. 

28 Player. As we live by the Muſes, bis but 

| MH Gratitude in us to encourage Poetical Me- 
ric where- ever we find ir. The Muſes con- 
| ry to all other Ladies, pay no Diſtige 
/ tion to Dreſs, and never partially miſtake 
{ 1 the Pertneſs of Einbroidery for Wit, noni 


the Modeſty of Want for Dulneſs. Be the 
Author who he will, we puſh his Play as far 
as it will go. So (though you are in Want) 
I wiſh you Succeſs heartily. _ | 
Beggar. This Piece L own was originally 
writ for the celebrating the Marriage of 
James Chanter and_\\'oliy Lay, two. moſt 
excellent Ballad- -Singers, | have introdue'd 
che Similies that are in your celebrated O- 
1 572 The Swallow, the Bee, the Ship, the! © 
| | A 2 W | 


— 


| INTRODUCTION. 
Flower, &c. Beſides I have a Priſon Scene 


tick. As to the parts, I have obſcrv'd ſuch 
a nice Impartiality to our two Ladies, that 
It is impoſſible for either of them to take 
Offence, I hope I may be forgiven, that 
I have not made my Opera throughout un- 
natural, like thoſe in vogue; for I have no 
Recitative: Excepting this, as I have con- 
ſented to. have neither Prologue nor Epi- 
logue, it-muſt be allow'd an Opera in all 
ts Forms. The Piece indeed hath been 
heretofore frequently preſented by our ſelves 
In our great Room at St. Giles's, ſo that I 
Eeannot too often acknowledge your Charity 
bringing it now on the Stage. 

= *Plazer. But I (ce tis time for us to with- 
aw; the Actors are preparing to begin, 
Puy away the Overture. (Ex. 
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which the Ladies reckon charmingly pathe- 


HE i 
BEGGAR's Orrnr a” 
— CERe” 
ACTI. SCENE I. 
SCENE, Peachum's Houſe. 


Peachum /i/ting at a Table with a large Bet 
of Accounts before bin. 


| C | AIR I. An old Woman cloathed in Grey, Ge. 4 


H ou H all the Employments of Life, * 
Each Neighbour abuſes kis Brother; 
Whore and Rogue they call Husband ava ſte 
All Profeſſions be-rogue one another : 
The Prie# calls the Lawyer a Cheat, A 
The Þ ,wyer be-knaves the Divine; 5.2 * 
And the Stereſinan, becauſe he's ſo great, 
Thinks his Trade as honeſt as mine. 


A Lawyeri is an honeſt Employment, ſis mine; Like me 
too he acts in a double Capacity, both againſt Rogues and 
tor n; for "tis but fitting that we ſhould protect and 
See . hs ſince we liye by them, 

£3 -- SC EN 


[be Beggar's Opera. 
SCENE II. 
* n, Ne 

3 11 þ. Sir, black MI hath ſent Word YE Tryal 


comes on in the Afternoon and ſhe hopes you will or- 
der Matters ſo as to bring r off. 
Peach. Why ſhe may plęad her Belly at worſt; tomy 
Knowledge ſhe hath tak M care of that Security. But 
as the Wench is very active and induſtrious, you may 
E ſatisfy her that I'll often the Evidence. 
Filch. Tom Gag, Sir, is found guilty, 

Peach. Alazy Dog! When | took him the time be- 
fore, I told him what he would come to if he did not 
mend his Hand, This is Death without Reprieve. I may 
venture to Book him. (writes.) For Tam Gagg, forty 
Pounds. Let Berry Sly know that I'll ſave her from 
EZ Tran'portation, for I can get more by her ſtaying in 
«Eneland. 
Frileh. Betty hath brought more Goods into our Lock 
to year, than any five of the Gang; and in truth, 'tis a 
pity to loſe {o good a Cuſtomer, : 
= Peach, If none of the Gang take her off, ſhe may, in 
the common Courſe of Buſineſs, live a Twelye-month 
boager. I love to let Women ſcape. A good Sportſman 
Always lets the Hen Patridges fly, becauſe the Breed of 
the Game depends upon them, Beſides, here the Law 
allows us noReward; there is nothing to be got by the 
Death ot W omen — except our Wives. | 
Filab. Without diſpute, ſhe is a fine Woman! 'Twa 
to her I Was oblig'd for my Education, any 
bold word) ſhe had train'd-up more young 
"the Buſineſs than the Gaming-table, 8 


os to 


and the Surgeons are more beholden to Women than all 
the Profeſſions beſides, | 0 
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Peach, Truly, Filch, thy Obſervationisright... We. 


FG .,. 2a 


A 1R II. The bonny grey-ey'd Morn, Ge. 
Filch, · n Woman that ſeduces all Mankind, -— 


Her very Eyes can cheat, when moſt ſhe's kind, 
She tricks us of our Money with our Hearts: 

For her, like Wolves by Night we roam for Prey, 
And prafiſe ev'ry Fraud to bribe her Charms 

For Suits of Lowe, like Law, are won by Pay, 
And Beauty muſt be fee'd into our Arms, 


Peach, But make haſte to Newgate, Boy, and let my 
Friends know what I intend; for I love to make them 
eaſy one way or otber.. | 

Filch, When a Gentleman is long kept in Suſpence, 
Penitence may break his Spirit ever after, "Belides, Ce- 


tainty gives a Man a yo Air upon his Fryal, and 


makes him riſque another without Fear or Seruple. But 


I'll away, tor 'tis a Pleaſure to be the Meſſenger of Com- 


fort to Friends in Affliction. 


* 


| in —— 
SCENE III. _ 


Peachum, 


But *tis now high time to look about me for a decent | 
Execution againſt next Seſlions, I hatea lazy Rogue, by 


9 whom one can get nothing till he is banged. A Regiſter} Y 


of the Gang, (reading.) Crook finger'd Jack. &-Year 
and a halt in the Service; let me ſee how much-the 
Stock awesto. his Induſtry ; one, two, three, faur, five 
Gold Watches, and ſeven Silver ones. A mighty-cleans 
banded-Fellow ! Sixten Snuff Boxes, five of them of true 
Gold. Six dozenof Handkerchiefs, four Silyer-hilted 
Swords, halt a dozen of Shirts, three Tye - Perriwigs, and 
2 Piece oſ Broad Cloath. Conſidering theſe are qnly the 


By her we firſt were taught the wheting Arts * * 


N 


I The Beggar's Opera. 
Fruits of his leiſure hours, I don't know a prettier Fel. 
low, for no Man alive bath a more engaging Preſence of 

Mind upon the Road. Wat Dreary, alias Brown Will, 
an irregular Dog, who hath an underhand way of diſ- 
poſing of his Goods. I'll try him only for a Seſſions 

or two longer upon his good Behaviour. Harry Padding- 
ton, a poor petty larceny Raſcal, without the leaſt Ge- 
nius; that Fellow, though he were to liye theſe ſix 
Months, will never come to the Gallows with any Cre. 

dit, Slippery Sam; he goes off the next Seſſions, for the 

FVillian hath the Impudence to have Views of following 

his Trade as a Taylor, which he calls an honeſt Em- 

ployment, Mat of the Mint, liſted not above a Month 
ago, a promiſing ſturdy Fellow, and diligent in his 

Way, ſomewhat too bold and haſty and may raiſe good 

Contributions on the Publick, it he does not cut himſelf 

ſhort by Murder. Tom Tipple, a guzling ſoaking Sor, 

who is always too drunk to ſtand himſelf, or to make 
others ſtand, A Cart is abſolutely neceſſary for him. 
Robin of Bagſhot, alias Gorgon, alias Bluff Bob, alias 
Carbuncle, alias Bob Booty. 


. 4 8 C E N E IV. 
3 PDeachum, Mrs, Peachum. 


Mrs, Peach. What of Bob Booty, Husband? TI hope 
Enothing bad hath betided him? You know, my Dear, 
he's a favourite Cuſtomer of mine, 'Twas he made me 
& Preſent of this Ring. | | 
Peach. 1 have ſet his Name down in the black Lift, 
that's all my Dear: he ſpends his Life among Women, 
And as ſoon as his Money is gone, one or other of the 
Ladies will hang him for the Reward, and there's forty 
Pound loſt to us for ever, 
Mrs. Peach, You know, my Dear, I never meddle in 
Matters of Death; I always leave thoſe Affairs to you, 
Women indeed are bitter bad Judges in theſe Caſes, for 
they are ſo partial to the Brave that they think every 
Man handſome who is going to the Camp or _— & 


r! ͤ˙ 


be guilty of. How many fine Gentlemen have we ig 


* 


AIR III. Cold and Raw, &c. 


Beggar's Opera. 


J any Wench Venus's Girdle wear, 
Though ſhe be never ſo ugly; 
Lillies and Roſes will quickly appear, 
And her Face look wond'rous ſmuggly, 
Beneath the left Ear ſo fit but a Cord, 
(A Rope ſo charming a Zone is!) | 
The Touth in his Cart hath the Air of a Lord, 
And we cry, there dies an Adonis, 


But really, Husband, you ſhould not be too hard-hearted, 
for you never had a finer, braver ſet of Men than at pre- 
ſent, We have not had a Murder among them all theſe ſe- 
ven Months, And truly, my dear, that is a great Bleſſing. 
Peach, W hat a dickens is the Woman always a whims 
pring about Murder for? No Gentleman is ever look 
upon the worſe for killing a Man in his own Defence's 
and if Buſineſs cannot be carried on without it, What 
would you have a Gentleman do! 4 
Mrs. Peach, It Iam in the wrong, my Dear, you muſſ 
excuſe me, for no- body can he'p the Frailty of an dye 
ſcrupulous Conſcience. f | 
Peach, Murder is as faſhionable a Crime as a Man ca 


Newgate every Year, purely upon'that Article? -Ifthey 
have wherewithal to perſwade the Jury to bring it in 
Manſlaughter, what are they the worſe for it? Souny 
Dear, have done upon this Subject. Was Captain Maes 
beath here this Morning, for the Bank-noces he leſt 
with you laſt Week ? | "4M 
Mrs. Peach, Yes, my Dꝛar, and though the Bank hath 
ſtopt Payn ent, he was ſo chear'ul ahd ſo agreeabletfuret 
there is not a finer Gentle man upon the Road thai the 
Captain! If he comes from Bagſhot at any read 
Hour he bath promis'd to make one this Evening Wy 
| , | *- PER 


id | 
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The Beggar's Opera. 
belly and me, and Bob Booty, at a Party of Quadrille, 
Prav, my Dear, is the Captain rich? 

Peach. The Captain keeps too good Company ever 
o grow rich, Mary bone and the Chocolate- houſes are 
vis undoing, The Man that propoſes to get Money by 
Play ſhould have the Education of a fine Gentleman, and 
be train'd up to it from his Youth, 

Mrs Peach, Really, Iam ſorry upon Polly's Account 
e Captain hath no more Diſeretion. What buſineſs. 

Rath he to keep Company wich Lords and Gentlemen! 
He ſhould leave them to prey upon one another, 
Peach. Upon Polly's Account? What a Plague, does 
ie Woman mean —lpon Polly's Account! 

Mrs. Peach. Captain Macheath is very fond of the Girl. 
Peach. And what then? 

Mrs. Peach. If I have any Skill in the ways of Wo- 
men, I am ſure Polly thinks him a very pretty Man, 
k- Peach. And what then? You would not be ſo mad to 
have the Wench marry him! Gameſters and Highway- 
en aregencrally very good to their Whores, but they 
Fare yery Devils to their Wives. 

Ms. Peach, But if Polly ſhould be in love, how ſhould 
Ewe help her, or how can ſhe help herſelf? Poor Girl, I 
in the utmoſt Concern about her. 


FAR 1V. Why is your faithful Slave diſdain'd? Ge. 


love itbe Virgil s Heart invade, 

k How, like a Meth, the ſimple Maid 

5 Still plays about the Flame! 

ion ſbe be not ma de a Wife, 

Her Honout's fizn'd, and then for Life 
She'S—what I dare not name. 


* 


Peach. Laok ye, Wite, A handſome Wench in our 
ol Buſineſs is as profitable as the Bar of aTempleCof- 
ee · Houſe, who looks upon it as her livelihood to grant 
very Liberty but one, You lee I Would indulge the Girl 

1 | as 
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Te Beggar's Opera. 7 
as far as prudently we can, in any thing, but Marriage! 
| after that, my Dear, how ſhall we be fafe?. Are we not 
| then in her Husbands Power: For a Husband hath the 
abſolute Power over all a Wife's Secrets but her own, If 
the Girl had the Diſcretion of a Court Lady, Who cam 

have a dozen young Fellows at her Ear without complys 
ing wich one, I ſhould not matter it; but Polly is Tinder, 
and a Spark will at once ſet her on a Flame, Married! 
if the Wench does not know her own Profit, ſure ſne 
know her own Pleaſure better than to make herſelf a 
Property! My Daughter to me ſhould be like a Court 
Lady to a Miniſter of State, a Key to the whole Gang; | 
Married! It the Affair is not already done, I'll terrify i 
her from it, by the Example of our Neighbours, 

Mrs. Peach, May-hap, my Dear, you may injure the 
Girl, Shelovesto imitate the fine Ladies, and ſhe may 
only allow the Captain Liberties in the View of Intereſt. 

Peach, But 'tis your Duty, to warn the Girl againſk 
her Ruin, and to inſtru her how to make the moſt of 
her Beauty, I'll go to her this Moment, and ſiitheg In 
the mean time, Wife, rip out the Coronets andMarks 
of theſe dozen of Cambric Handkerchiefs, for I can dig 
poſe. of them this Afternoon to a Chap in theGity. 7 


SCENE V.“ N 


Mrs Peachum. * 


Never was a Man more out of the way in an Argument 
than my Husband ! why muſt our Poly, torſooth, differ 
from her Sex, and love only her Husband + And why 
mult Polly's Marriage, contrary to all Obſervation, make 
her the leſs followed by other Men? All Men are Thieves 
in Love, and like a Woman the beiter tor being anos 
ther Property, 


1 


AIR v. Of all the Gmple Things wWe do, G 
A Maid is like the Golden Oar, 2 
Mbieb hath Guineas intrinſical in't, 5 * 8 | 
Whoſe Worth is never known before 
T1 4s ry and impreſt in the Mint, A Wiſe 


1 
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The Beggar's Opera. 
A Wife's like a Guinea in Gold, 
Stamps with the Name of her Spouſe z 
New here, now there; is bought, er is ſold; 
And is current in every Houſe. 


SCENE VI. 
Mrs, Peachum, Filch. 


Mrs. Peach, Come hither Filch, Iam asfond of this 
Child, as though my Mind miſgives me he were my own. 
He hath as fine a hand at picking a Pocket as a Woman, 
and is as nimble finger'd asa Juggler. If any unlucky 
Seſſion does not cut the Rope of thy Life, I pronounce, 
Boy, thou wilt bea great Man in Hiſtory, Where was 
your Poſt }aſt Night, my Boy: | 

Fileb. I play'd atthe Opera, Madam; and conſidering 

Prwasneitherdark nor rainy, ſo that there was no great 
= Hurry in getting Chairs and Coaches, made a tolerable 
band on't. Theſe ſeven Handkerchiefs, Madam. 
> Mrs. Peach. Colour'd ones, I ſee, They are of ſure 
e trop our W arc-houſe at Redriffamong the Seamen. 
Fill And this Snuff box. | 
Mies. Peach, Set' in Gold! A pretty Encouragement 
bi to a young Beginner, | 
Fileb. I had a rare tug at a charming Gold Watch. 
Pox take the Taylors for making the Fobs ſodeep and 
nazzow! It ſtuck by the way, and I was forc'd to make 
my Eſcape under a Coach, Really, Madam, I fear I 
Mall be cut off in the Flower of my Youth, ſo that every 
now and then (fince | was pumpt.) I have thoughts 
of raking up and going to Sea. 
Mes Peach. You ſhould go to Hockley in the Hole, and to 
ary bene, Child, to learn Valour. Theſe are the Schools 
Mat have bred ſo many brave Men, I thought Boy by this 
Mine, thou hadit !of Fear as well as Shame. Poor Lad! 
howkitle does he know as yet of the Ola Bayly?! For the 
frft Fact I'll inſure thee from being hang'd ;and going to 
Ses, Filth, will come time enough upon a Sentence of 
"Ip | Tranſpartgtion. 


* 
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The - Beggar's Opera. 

Tranſportation, But now, ſince you have nothing better 

to do, ev'n go to your Book, and learn your Catechiſm z 

for really a Man makes but an ill Figure in the Ordinary's 

Paper, who cannot give a ſatisſactory Anſwer to his Queſ- 

tions, But, hark you, my Lad, don't tell me a Lyes 

for you know I hatea Lyar. Do you know of any thing 

that hath paſt between Captain Macheath and our Polly: 

Filch. I beg you, Madam, don't ask me; for I muſt 

= either tell a Lye to you or to Miſs Polly, for 1 promis 

her I would not tell. 0 

Mrs. Peach. But when the Honour of our Family is 

concern'd 4 | 

Filch, 1 ſhall lead a ſad Life with Miſs Polly, if ever WW 

ſhe come to know that I told you, Beſides, I would nor. 

willingly forfeit my own Honour by betraying any Body. 
Mrs. Peach, Yonder comes my Husband an Polly : 
Come, Filch, you ſhall go with meinto my own Room, 
and tell me the whole Story, I'll give thee a moſt delici- 

ous Glaſs of Cordial that I keep for my own Drinking, 


SCENE VII. 


Peachum: Polly, _ I: 


Polly. 1know as well as any ofthe fine Ladies how to 
| make the moſt of my ſelſ and of my Man too. AWo- I 
1 man knows how to be mercenary,though ſhe kath never 
been in a Court or at an Aſſembly, We haveirinour 
Natures Papa. If I allow Captain Machearbfomerri- 
fling Liberties, I have this Watch and other viſible 
Marks of his Fayour to ſhow for it. A Girl who cannot 
grant ſome Things, and refuſe what is molt material, 


will make but a poor band of her Beauty, and ſoon be 
thrown upon the Common, — e 


AIR VI. What ſhall I do to ſhow how much! 
73 5 love her, 660. 
Virgins are like the ſair Flower in its Tuſſre, 
Whic inihe Garden enamels the Ground; 
-. 


"The Beggar' Opera. 
Near it the Bees in play flutter and cluſter, 
And gaudy Butterflies frolick around, 
But when once pluck'd 'tis no longer alluring, 
To Covent-Garden "tis ſent, (as yet ſweet,) 
There fades and ſurinks, aud grows paſt all enduring, 
* Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod under Feet. 


Peach. You know, Polly, I am net againſt your toying 
and trifling with a Cuſtomer in the way of Buſineſs, orto 
get out a Secret, orſo. But if 1 find out that you have 

play d the Fool and are married, you Jade you, I'll cut 
your Throat, Huſy. Now you know my Mind. 


S SCENE VIII. 
Peachum, Polly, Mrs, Peachum, 


is AIR VII. Oh London is a fine Town. 


IJ Mrs, Peachum in a very e Paſſion. 
Our Pally ; is a ſad Hut! nor heeds what we taught her, 
wender any Man alive will ever rear a Daughter! 
For ſhe muſt have both Hoods and Gowns, and Hoops to 
ſwell her Pride, 

* th Scarſs ond Stays, and Gloves and Lace, aud fe 
| > will have Man beſide | 
8 And when ſhe's areſt with Care and Coſt, all-tempting 
2 fine and gay, 
| As Men ſbould ſerve a Cucumber, ſhe flings herſelf away, 
Our Polly is a ſad Slut, &c. 


vou Baggage! you Huſly ! you al derate Jade! had 
vou been. bhang'd, it would not have vex'd me, for that 
mighthave been your Misfortune ; but to doi uch a mad 


thing by Choice! T he Weneh i is mariied, —_ 
V | Peac 


A 


The Beggar's Opera. 1 
Peach. Married !The Captain is a bold Man, and will 
riſque any thing for Money; to be ſure he believes bera 
Fortune, Do you think your Mother and I would bavg 
liv'd comfortably ſo long together, if ever we had been 
married, Baggage? ; 6 
Mrs. Peach, I knew ſhe was always a proud Slut; and 
now the Wench has play'd the Fool and married, becauſe 
forſooth ſhe would do like the Gentry. Can youſuppore 
the Expence of a Husband, Huſſy, in gaming, drinking, 
and whoring? have you Money enough to carry onthe 
daily Quarrels of a Man and Wite about who ſhall ſquans 
der moſt? There are not many Husbands and Wives, 
who can bear the Charges of plaguing one another ina 
handſome way, If you muſt be married, could you intros 
duce no- body into our Family hut a Highwayman ? Wb, 
thou fooliſh Jade, thou wilt bs i!l vs'd, and as much 
neglected, as if thou hadſt married a Lord! 
Peach, Let not your Anger, my dear, break through 
the Rules of Deceney, for theCaprain looks upon himielWn 
in the Military capacity, as a Gentleman by hisProtelliong ll 
Beſides what he bath already, I know he is in a fair way 
of getting, or of dying; and both theſe ways, let me tei 
you, are moſt excelſent Chances for a Wite, Tell men 
Huſſy, are you ruin'd or no? | F 
Mrs. Peach, With Polly's Fortune ſhe might very wel 
have gone off to a Perſon of Diſtinction. Yes that you 
might, you pouting Slut! 
Peach, What is the Weach dumb? Speak, or Til 
make you plead by ſqueezing out an Anſwer from you. 
Are you really bound Wife to him, or ate you on up- 
on liking ? { Pinches her. 
Polly. Oh! lCereamisg. 
Mrs, Peach. How the Mother is to be pitied who hath 
handſome Daughters! Locks, Bolts, Bars, aud Lectures 
of Morality are nothing to them : They break through 
them all. They have as much Pleaſure in Cheating & 
| Father and Mother, as in Cheating at CH, 
Peach. Why, Polly, 1 ſhall ſoon k if v are 
married, by Macheath's keeping ftom o e, 
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AIR VIII. Grim King of the Ghoſts, &c. 


W Polly. Can Love be contrould by Advice? 
Will Cupid our Mothers obey? 
Though my Heart were as frozen as Tee, 
At his Flame 'twould have melted away, 


When he kiſt me ſo cloſely he preſt, 

"Twas ſo ſweet that I muſt have comply d: 
$ I thought it both ſafeſt and beſt 

Iv marry for fear you ſhould chide. 


Mrs. Peach. Then all the Hopes of our Family are 
gone far ever and ever. 
Peach. And Macheath may hang his Father and Mo- 
ther · in Law, in hope to get into their Daughter's Fortune, 
Polly. I did not marry him (as 'tis the Faſhion) coolly 
And deliberately for Honour or Money. But, I love him. 
s. Peach. Love him! worſe and worſe! I thought 
gie Girl had been better bred, O Husband, Husband ! 
her Folly makes me mad! my Head ſwims! I'm diſtrac- 
e can't ſupport my ſel Oh! [ Faints, 
RT Peach. See, Wench, to what a condition you have 
auc'd your poor Mother! a Glaſs of Cordial, this In- 
FE ſtant. How the poor Woman takes it to Heart! 
3% S Polly goes our, and returns with it, 
Ah Huſſy, now this the only Comfort your Mother 
bas left! 
Polly. Give her another Glaſs, Sir; my Mama drinks 
doublethe Quantity whenever ſhe is out of Order, This, 


you ſee, fetches her. 
Mrs, Peach. The Girl ſhows ſuch a readineſs, and ſo 


much concern, that I could almoſt find in my Heart 
to forgive her. | 

AIR 1X. O Jenny, O Jenny, where haſt thou been. 
| © © Polly; you might have 10y'd and li, 
e keying Men off, you keep them on, Polly. 


% 
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Polly,  ” But he jo teas'd me, 
And he ſo pleas'd me, ' 
bat 1 did, you muſt have done, — 


13 


Ly Peach, Not with a W ſorry 
Slut! 


Peach. A Word wich you, Wife. 'Tis no new thing 
for a Weneh to take a Man without conſent of Parents. 
You know 'tis the Frailty of a Woman, my Dear. 


Mrs, Peach, Yes, indeed, the Sex is frail. tthe firſt | ; : | 


time, a Woman is frail, ſhe ſhould be ſomewhat nice me- 
thinks,for then or never is the time to make her Fortune, 
After that, ſhe bath nothin 3 do but to guard herſelf 
from being ſound out, and _ do what ſhe pleaſes, 

Peach, Make your ſelfalittle eaſy : I have a T 
ſhall ſoon ſer all Matters again to * Why ſo melan» 
cholly, Polly? ſince what is done cannot be undone, we 
muſt all endeavour to make the belt of it. 

Mrs, Peach. W ell, Polly. as far as one Woman can fats 
give another, I forgive thee=— Your Father is too fond * 
you, Huſſy. . 

Polly. Then all my Sorrows are at an end. 


Mrs. Peach, A mighty likely ro in , for 2 
Wench who is juſt marryed. 


AIR . Thomas, I cannot, 64. 


Polly. 1 like a Ship in Storms, -was toft; 
Tet afraid to put into Land; 
For ſeiz'd in the Port the peſel's loft, 
. Whoſe Treaſure is counterband, 
The Waves are laid, 


My Duty's paid, n 
O Joy beyond Expreſſion! 2 £4 
Thus, ſafe a-ſhore, 5 J "ok 
Ii no more, | - 
My all is in 4 Poſſeſfion. 
r 2 
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Peach. I heat Cuſtomers in t'other Room, go talk with 
em, Polly; but come to us again, as ſoon as they are gone. 
ut, heark ye, Child, if 'tis the Gentleman who was 
here Yeſterday about the Repeating- Watch, ſay, you be. 
heye we can'tget Intelligence of it, till to-morrow, For 
I lent it to Suky Straddle, to make a Figure with it to- 
night at a Tavern in Drury Lane. If rother Gentleman 

forthe Silver-hilted Sword, you know Bettle-brow'd 
Jens hath it on, and hedoth not come from Tunbridge 
ell Tueſaay Night; fo that it cannot be had till then. 


SCENE IX. 


* Peachum, Mrs, Peachum, 


| * 
SEE - Peach. Dear Wife, be a little pacified, Don't let your 
& Paſhonrunaway with your Senſes. Polly, I grant you, 
hath done a raſh thing. 

Mes. Peach, Ii ſhe had had only an Intrigue with the 
$ Fellow, why the very beſt Families have excus'dand hud. 
RE diedupa Frailty of that fort. *Tis Marriage, Husband, 

chat makes it a Blemiſh. 
eb. Bur Money, Wife, is the true Fuller's Earth for 

Reputations,there is not a Spot or a Stain but what it can 
take out. A richRogue now-a-days it fit Company for any 
Gentleman; andthe World, my Dear, hath not ſuch a 
Conemptfor Roguery as you imagine. I tell you, Wife, 

1 can make this Match turn to our Advantage. 

Mrs, Peach. Lam very ſenſible, Husband, that Captain 
- Macheath is worth Money, but I am in doubt whether 
de hath not two or three Wives already, and then if he | 
* ſhould die in a Seſſion or two, Polly's Dower would 
come into Diſpute, - 

Peach. That indeed is a Point which ought to be 


9 FH £ 
AIR xl. A Soldier and a Sailor. 


A Fox may ſteal your Hens, Sir, 
A Whore your Health and Pence, Sir, 
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Tour Daughter rob your Cheſt, Sir, * 
Tour Wife may ſteal your Reſt, Sir, 

A Thief your Goods and Plate. 

But this is all but picking, _ 
With Reſt, Pence, Cheſt, and Chicken ; 
It ever was decreed, Sir, | 
If Lawyer's Hand is fted, Sir, 

He ſteals your whole Eſtate, 


The Lawyers are bitter Enemies to thoſe in or Way. 


They don't care that any body ſhould get aclandeftine-- 
Livdihood but-chemſelves. oft | 


SCENE X. | 

Mrs, Peachum, Peachum, Polly, _  _ 
Polly. Twas only Nimming Ned. He broughtin aDas 
mask Window-Curtain, a Hoop - Petticoat, a Pair of Sil 
ver Candleſticks, a Periwig, and one Silk Stocking, from 
the Fire that happen'd laſt Night. Ws: 4, | 
Peach, There is not a Fellow that is cleyeret in his wax 
and ſaves more Goods out of the Fire than Ned, But 
now Polly, to your Affairs; for Matters mult not be 
left as they are. You are married then, it ſeems? . 
Polly, Yes Sir. . ve” 
Peach, And how do you propoſe to live, Child? © 
Polly. Like other Women, Sir, upon the Induſtry of 
my Husband, R ; ah 3 
Mrs. Peach. What, is the Wench turn d Fool. a Highs 
way man's Wife, like a Soldiers, hath as little of his Pay, 
as of his Company. N 
Peach. And had not you the common Views of a Gen: 

tlewoman in your Marriage, Polly ? 

Polly. I don't know what you mean, Sir. 

Peach, Of a Jointure, and of being a Widow. 
Polly. Bur I loye him, Sir: How then could J have 
Thoughes of parting with him? 8 
Peach, Parting with him! Why, that is the Whole 
Scheme and Intention of allMarriage Artic)es, The com- 
2B B z 2 fortable 
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rtable Eſtatt of Widow- hood, is the only hope that 
keeps up a Wite'sSpirit. Where is the Woman who would 
ſcruple to be a Wife, it ſhe had it in her Power to be a | 
Widow whenever ſhe pleas'd ? If you have any Views of 
this ſort, Polly, I ſhall think the Match not fo very 
unſeaſonable. | | 

Polly. How I dread to hear your Advice! Yet I muſt 
beg you to explain your ſelf, 


Peach. Secure what he hath got, have him peach'd the 


next Seſſions, and then at once you are made a rich | 


Widow, | 
Polly. - What, murder the Man I love! The Blood | 
tuns cold at my Heart with the very Thought of it. 
Peach. Fye, Polly! What hath Murder to do in the 
Affair? Since the thing ſooner or later muſt happen, 1 
dare ſay, the Captain himſelf would like that we ſhould |} 
get the Reward for his Death ſooner than a — 2 


by, Polly, the Captain knows, that as tis his Employ- $ 
ment to rob, ſo'tis ours to take Robbers; every Man 
82 in his Buſineſs. So that there is no malice in the Caſe. 


Mrs, Peach. Ay, Husband, now you have nick'd the 


| : Matter. To have him peach'd is the only thing could | 
Wer make me forgive her. 


AIX XII. Now ponder well, ye parents dear. 


Polly. 04, ponder well! be not ſevere; 

" £1.72 ſave a wretched Wife) 

Ne on the Rope that hangs my Dear, 
. Depends poor Polly's Life. 


; "Mrs. Peach, But your Duty to your Parents, Huſſey, 


obliges you to hang him. What would many a Wife 
give for ſuch an Opportunity! | 


Polly. What is a Jointure, what is Widow-bood to 
me? I know my Heart. I cannot ſurvive him. 


- AIR XIII Le printempts rapelle aux armes. 


he Turtle thus qwith plaintive crying, | 
OTE Her Lover dying, i 3 1:41 343 6 * p 
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The Turtle thus with plaintive crying, 


F Laments her Dove. 
a | Down ſhe drops quite ſpent with bing, 
f Pair d in Death, as pair'd in Love. 

BW Thus, Sir, it will happen to your poor Polly. 
ſt Mrs. Peach, What, is the Fool in love in earneſt then? 

l hate thee for being particular: Why, Wench, thou 
he art a Shame to thy very Sex. 13 giodvr 21 C14 
ch | Polly. But here me, Mother If you ever loy'd-" | 


Mrs. Peach, Thoſe curſed Play-· books ſhe. reads have 
od been her Ruin. One Word more, Huſſy, and I ſhall 
knock your Brains out, if you have any. 


he Peach. Keep out of the way, Polly, for fear of Miſ- 
I i chief, and conſider of what is propos'd to you. 

Id } Mrs. Peach, Away, Huſſy, Hang your Husband, 
er. and be dutiful. | | u 384 566570 
y- | SCENE XI. OL cul 
an 7 18 
ſe. | Mrs, Peachum, Peachum. 
wy 3 Col lifening. 
ald Mrs. Peach. The thing, Husband, muſt and ſhall 


be done, For the ſake of Intelligence we mult take 
other Meaſures, and have him peach'd the next Seſ- 
lions without her Conſent, If the will not know her 
Duty, we know ours, i Vit NED | 

Peach, But really, my Dear, it grieves one's Hegrt to 
take off a great Man, W hen 1 conſider his perſonal Bra- 
very, his fine Stratagem, how much we havealready got 
by him, and how much more we may get, miethinks I 
can't find in my Heart to have a Hand in his Death, I 
wiſh you could have made Polly undertake it. 

Mrs. Peach, But in a Caſe of Neceſlity-——our own 
Lives are in danger, * 6 

Peach, Then, indeed, we muſt comply with the 
Cuſtoms of the World, and make Gratitude give way 
to Intereſt... He ſhall be taken off, | 

Mrs, Peach, 1'll yndertake to manage Polly. 
Peach, And I'll prepare Matters for the Old-Baily, 

B 3 | SCENE 
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SCENE XII. 


fr 
4 
1 
* 
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3 Polly. 
BE Now, I'ma Wretch, indeed—MethinksI ſee him al 
BE ready in the Cart, ſweeter and more lovely than theNoſe. 


2 in his Hand! hear the Crowd extolling his Reſo. 
ution and Intrepidity! W hat Vollies of Sighs are ſent 
from the Windows of Holborn, that {> comely a Youth | 
ſhould be brought to Diſgrace !.I ſee him at the Tree! 
The whole Circle are in Tears even Butchers weepl - 
Jack Ketch himſelf heſitates to perform his Duty, ane 
would be glad to loſe his Fee, by a Reprieve. What then | 
will become of Polly ?..As yet I may inform him of their 
n, and aid him in his Eſcape. It ſhall be ſo. But 
then he flies, abſents himſelf, and I bar my felt from | 
| his dear dear Converſation! That too will diſtract me 
Ithe keeps out of the way, my Papa and Mama may in 
time relent, and we may be happy. If he ftay's, he is 
| d, and then he is loſt for ever! He intended to lye 
 conceal'd in my Room, till the Dusk of the Evening: 
A they are abroad, I'll this Inſtant let him out, leſt ſome 
Accident ſhould prevent bim. (Exit and return: 
| SCENE XIII, 
| Polly, Macheath. 
AIX XIV. Pretty Parrot, ſay 
- Mach, "Pretty Polly, /ay, 
= Tv ſome newer Lover? 
Polly. Without Diſguiſe, 
Desing Sight, | 
Dost Dea, 
My conflanc Hears diſtover. 
SY Fondly let me loll! 
Mach. Orp. fret Toll. 
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Polly. And are you as fond as ever, my Dear? 
Mach. Suſpect my Honour, my Courage, ſuſpect 
any thing but my Love———May — Piſtols miſs 
Fire, and my Mare ſlip her Shoulder w ile I am pur- 
ſu'd, if I ever forſake thee! 
Polly. Nay, my Dear, I have no Reaſon to doubt 
you, for I find in the Romance you lent me, none ol 
the great Heroes were ever falſe in Love. | 


AIR XV, Pray, fair One be kind 
Mach, My Heart wur ſe free, 
It rov'd like the Bec, 
*Tis Polly my Paſſion requited; 
J. „pt each Flower, 
1 chang'd ev'ry Hour, 
But here ev'ry Flower is united. 


Polly. Were you ſentenc'd to Tranſportation, ſure, my 
Dear, you could not leave me behind you———could you ? 

Mach, Is there any Power, any Force tifat could tear 
me from thee? you might ſooner tear a Penſion out of the 
Hands of a Courtier, a Fee from a Lawyer, a pretty MWD 
man from a Looking-glaſs, or any Woman trota Nua- 
drill. Zut to tear me from thee is impoſlible ! _ 


AIR XVI. Oyer the Hills and far away. 
Were I laid on Greenland's Coaſt, es 
And in my Arms embrac'd my La; 
Warm amidſt eternal Froft, 23 
Too ſoon the Half Year's Nights would paſs. 
Polly, Were I ſold on Indian Soil, 8 
Socom a5 the burning Day was clos'd, 
I could mock the ſultry Toil, 
Mien on my Charmer's Breaſt repos'd, 
Mach And I would love you all the Day. 
Polly, Every Night * kiſs and play. 
a 4 
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Mach. If with me you'd fondly fray, 
Polly. Over the Hills and far away. 


Polly. Yes, I would go with thee. But oh!.how ſhall 
I ſpeak it? I muſt be torn from thee, We mult part. 
ji Mach. How! Part! | 
| | Pally. We muſt, we muſt. My Papa and Mama are 
| ſet againſt thy Life, They now, ev'n now are in Search 
nter thee. They are preparing Evidence againſt thee. 
Thy Lite depends upon a Moment, 


WD AIR XVII. Gin tou wert mine awn thing—— 


; O what Pain it is to part! 

vi Can I leave thee, can I leave thee? 

xt. 1 O what Pain is is to part! 

G Can thy Polly ever leave thee? 
8. left Death my Love ſhould thwart 
SEE © And bring thee 10 the fatal Cart, 

3 MD 5 "Thus 1 tear thee from my bleeding Heart! 
; IN Hy hence, and let 74 leave thee, 


one kiſs and then—one Kiſs—Legonearewel, 
ERS Mach, My Hand, My Heart, -, is ſo rivetted 
wine, chat I cannot unloſe my Holxc. 
FR Polly.” But my Papa may intercept thee, and then 
1 ſhould loſe the very glimmering of Hope. A few 
= Weeks, perhaps, may reconcile us all. Shall thy Fol- 
J 
Z £7 740, 
Polly. And will not Rblence change your Love? 
Mach, If you doubt it, let me ſtay and be hang'd. 
Polly. O how Tear! how Itremble! G- hut weben 
Safety will give you leave, you will be ſure o ſee me 
again, for till then Polly is wretched, © 
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Jemmy Twitcher, Crook finger d Jack, Wat Dreary, Roa 


I could not fave him from thoſe fleaing Raſcals the Sut- 
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AIR XVIII. O the Broom, &. 


Mach. The Miſer thus a Shilling ſees, (Parting, and look- 


Which he's oblig'd to pay, ing at each other 


-” wo: with Fondnels; he 
WithSighs reſigns it bydegrees, iro Boe Wi 


And fears" tis gone for aye. at the other. 


Polly. The Boy, thus, when his Syarrow's flown, 
The Bird in Silence eyes, 
But ſoon as out of Sight 'tis gone, 
Whines, whimpers, ſobs and cries. 


C 
ACT II. SCENE I. 


A Tavern near Newgate. 


bin of Bagſhor, Nim ing Ned, Henry Paddington, 
Matt of the Mint, Benhudge, and the reſt of the Gang. 
at the Table, with þ ne, "Brandy and Tobacco. 
Ben, TD UT prytbee. t, what is become of thy 
rb Im? I have not ſeg him liace my 

return com Tranſportation. - + 
Matt, Poor Brother Tom had an Ace dune this time 
Twelve month, and ſo clever a made Fellow he was, that 


geons; and now poor Man he is among the Otamys at 
Surgeon's- Hall. 
Ben, So it ſeems, his Time was come, 
Jem, But the preſent Time is ours, and no Body alive 
bath more, Why are the Laws levell'd at us? are we 
more diſhoneſt than the reſt of Mankind: ? What we win, 
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Gentlemen, is our own by the Law of Arms, and the 
Right of Conqueſt, 

Crook, W here ſhall we find ſuch another Set of practical 
Philoſophers,who to a Man are above the Fear of Death? 
Wat. Sound Men, and true! | 
Robin, Of try'd Courage, and indefatigable Induſtry! 
Ned. Who is there here that would not die tor his 
Friend? . ; 

Harry. Who is there here that would betray him for 
his Intereſt ? * | | 
Matt. Show me a Gang of Courtiers that can ſay 
much, 

Ben. We are for a juſt Partition of the World, for 
ery Man hath a right to enjoy Life. 

Matt. Weretrench the Superfluities of Mankind. The 
World is avaritious, and I hate Avarice, A covetous Fel- 
ow, like a Jack daw, ſteals what he was never made to 
We njoy, for the ſake of hiding it, Theſe are the Robbers of 
BEMankind, for Money was made for the Free-hearted and 
WGenerous,and where is theInjury of taking from another 
yhat he hath not the Heart to make uſe of? 

Jem. Our ſeveral Stations for the Day are fixt, Good 

K attend us, Fill the Glaſſes, Ae 1 


=. AIR I. Fill ey'ry Glaſs, G. 
Matt. Fill ev'ry Glaſs, for Wine inſpires us, 
A Ad fires us, | 
| With Courage, Love and Joy 

F Women and Wine ſhould Life employ, 
_— © there ought elſe on Earth defirons} 

| i horus, Fill ev'ry Glaſs, &c, 

8 SCENE Ul. 

| To them enter Macheath. 
Mach. Gentlemen, well met. My Heart hath been 
Wwich you this Hour; but an unexpected Affair hath de- 
ad me. No Ceremony, I beg you. , Matt, 
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The Beggar's Opera, 22M 
Matt. We are juſt breaking * to go upon Duty. Am 
I to have the Honour of taking the Air with you, Sir, this 
Evening upon the Heath? I drink a Dram now and then 
with the Stage coach · men in the way of Friendſhip and 
1 and I know that about this time there will 


be Paſſengers upon the Weſtern Rod, who are worth 
ſpeaking with. 


" Mach, I was to have been of that Party - but 1 


Mach, Is there any Man who ſucpecks my Courage? Bn 
- Matt, We have all been Witneſſes of it. = 


Mach. My Honour and Truth to the Gang? 

Matt. I'll be anſwerable for it. 

Mach, In the Diviſion of our Booty, have I eyer 
ſhown the leaſt marks of Avarice or Injuſtice? 

Matt. By theſe Queſtions ſomething ſeems to have 
ruffled you. Are any of us ſuſpeRed ? 

Mach. I have a fixt Confidence, Gentlemen, in you all, 
as Men of Honour, and as ſuch I value and te ſpect you. 
Peachum is a Man that is uſeful to us, | 

Matt. Is he about to play us any foul Play? 11 
ſhoot him through the Head. —_— 

Mach, I beg you, Gentlemen, act with Conduct and 
Diſcretion, A Piſtol is your laſt Reſort. 
Matt. He knows nothing of this meeting. 

Mach, Buſi neſs cannot go on without him. He is 4 
Man that knows. the World, and is a neceſſary Agentto 
us. We have had a flight Difference, and till it is ag 
commodated I ſhall be obliged to keep out ot his ways 
Any private Diſpute of mine ſhall be gt n ill Conſes 
quence to my Friends, You mult continue to act uns 
der his Direction, for the moment we break oog 


from him, our Gang is ruin c. 
Matt. As a Bawd to a Whore, I grant you, he ig 
us of great Convenience. | 
Mach, Make him believe I have quitted the Gang 
which I can never do but with Life, At our privat u 
Quarters I will continue to meet you. A Weekorf 
will probably geconcile us. 5 c 
Mas. Your Inſtructions ſhall be obſery'd; *Tisnow 
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b Time for us to repair to our ſ everal Duties: ſo till * 
yening at our Quarters in Moor. fields we bid you farewel. 
Mach, 1 ſhall wiſh my ſelf with you. Succeſs at- 
pend you. (dis down melancholy at the Table, 


| WIR 11. March in Rinaldi, with Drums and _—_— 


| j lat. Let ws tale the N 

Hark! I hear the ſound of Coaches ) 

| The Hour of Attack approaches, 

11 To your Arms, brave Boys, and load. | 
FS the Ball I bold! | 

- | . | Let the Chymiſt toil like Aſſes, 

I: Our Fire their Fire ſurpaſſes, 

8 turns all our Lead to Geld. 


2 Gang rang'd in the Front of the Stage, load their 
Piſtols, and ſtick them under their Girdles; then go 
a ſinging the firſt Part in Chorus, 


IP C E N E. + , hy 
_ Matheath, Drawer, 


7 - 
cb. What 2 Fool is afond Wench! Polly is molt 
pnioundedly bit I love the Sex. And a Man who loves 
Honey, might be as well contented with one Guinea, as I 
ene woman. The Town perhaps hath been as much 

Pblig'dro we, for recruiting it with free-hearted Ladies, 
to any recruiting Officer in the Army, If it were not 
Wor us and the other Gentlemen of the Sword, Drury- 
ane would be uninhabited, | 7 


14 R III. Would you have a young Virgio, 2 be 


If the Heart of a Man is depreſt with Care, 
Abe Miſt is . when a Woman appearsy. * 3 
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hithex, Huſſy, Do you drink as hard as ever You bad 
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Like the Notes of a Fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly 
| Raiſes the Spirits, and charms our Ears, - 

Roſes and Lillies her Cheeks diſeloſe. 
But her ripe Lips are more ſweet than thoſe. 

Preſs her, | 5, 

Careſs her Bt 

 Wikth Bliſſes, = 

Her Kiſſes 2 

Diſſolves us in Pleaſure, and ſoft Repoſt, 


I muſt have Women. There is nothing unbends the Mind 
likk them. Money is not ſo ſtrong a Cordial for the Time, 
Drawer—(Enter Drawer) Is the Porter gone for all the 
Ladies, according to my Directions? 

Draw. I expect him back every Minute. But you 
know, Sir, you ſent him as far as Hockley in the Hole, far 
three of the Ladies, for one in Yinegar Yard, and for the 
reſt of them ſomewhere aboutLewbner's-Lane.Sureſome 
of them are below, for I hear the Barr Bell. As they 
come I will ſhow them up. Coming, coming. 


SCENE IV. 


Macheath, Mrs, Coaxer, Dolly Trull, Mrs. Vixen, Retty 


Doxy, Jenny Diver, Mrs. Slammekin, Suky Tawdry,, 
and Molly Brazen, 


Mach, Dear Mrs, Coaxer, you are welcome. Youlook 
charmingly to day. I hope you don't wantthe Repairs 
of Quality, and lay on Paint Dolly Trulli! kiſs me, 
you Slut; are you as amorous as ever, Huſſy? .Youare 
always ſo taken up with ſtealing Hearts, that you don't 
allow your ſelf Time to ſteal any thing elſe: AbDolly,thow; 
wilt ever be a Coquette Mrs Vixen, I'm Journ always 
lov'da Woman of Wit and Spirit; they make charming 
Miſtreſſes, but plaguy Wives Hefty Doxy! Come 


better ſtick to good wholeſome Beer ; for in troth, Berty, 
ES | 5 | I f Strong 
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Strong-waters will in time ruin your Conſtitution, You 


| ty Jenny Diver too! as prim and demure as ever! There 


| | | ſhould leave thoſe to yourBetters W hat land my pret- 
[ | is not any Prude, though ever ſo hiph bred, hath a more 


ſanctity'd Look, witha more miſchievous Heart, Ah! 


| | cou art a dear artful Hypocrite Mrsslammelinlas care- 


leſs and genteel as ever! all you fine Ladies, who know 
your own Beauty, affect an Undreſs.— But ſee, here's 


| _ St Twdry come to contradift what I was ſaying, Every 


thing ſhe gets one way ſhe lays out upon her Back, W hy, 
Suky, you mult keep at leaſt a dozen Tally men. Molly 
Brazen (She kiſſes him.) That's well done. I love a 
free hearted Wench, Thou haſt a moſt agreeable Aſſu- 

W ranecGirl,and thou art as willing as a Turtle But hark, I 
hear Muſick. The Harper is at the Door, If Muſick be the 


hed. th 
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Food of Love, play on, E'er you ſeat your ſelyes, Ladies, 
what think you of a Dance? Come in. (Enter Harper.) 
Play the French Tune, that Mrs. Aammetin was ſo fond of, 
(A Dance a la ronde in the French manner; near the 
End of it this Song and Chorus, 


AIR Iv. Cotillon, 


Twth's the Seaſon made for Joys, 
| Love is then our Duty, 
. _- She alone who that employs, 
ell deſerves her Beauty, 
Let's be gay, 
While we may, 
Beauty's 4 Flower, deſpis'd in Decay, 
MTurh's the Seaſon, &c. 


Tie us drink and ſport to- day, 

Oasis not to-morrow, — 

Tieve with Nuth fies ſwift away; 
"Age is nought bus drr. 
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View ol Buſineſs, I have other Hours, and other ſort 
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Dance and ſing, 
: Time's on the Wing, 
Life never knows the Return of Spring, 


Chorus, Let us drink, &c. 


Mach. Now, pray Ladies take your Places. Here 
Fellow, (Pays the Harper.) Bid the Drawer nach us 
more Wine. (Ex. Harper.) It any of the Ladies chuſe 
Ginn, I hope they will be ſo free to call for it. 

Jenny. Tou look as if you meant me. Wine is ſtrong 
enough for me. Indeed, Sir, I never drink Strong- 
Waters, but when I have the Cholic. 

Mach, Juſt the Excuſe of the fine Ladies! Why, a 
Lady of Quality is never without the Cholic. I hope, 
Mrs. Coaxer, you have had good Succeſs of late in your 
Viſits among the Mercers, 

Coax. We have ſo many Interlopers— Yet with In- 
duſtry, one may ſtill have a little Picking. I carried a 
ſilver flower! d Luteſtring, and a Piece of black Paduaſoy 
to Mr. Peachum's Lock but laſt Week,  _ 

Vix. There's Molly Brazen hath the Ogle of aRattle-? 
Snake, She tivetted a Linen-draper's Eye ſo faſt upon 
her, that he was nick'd of three Pieces of Cambrick bes 
fore he cou'd look off, 

Brax. Oh dear Madam But ſure nothing can come 
up to your handling of Laces! And then you have ſack 
a ſweet deluding Tongue! To cheat a Man is nothing z 
but the Woman muit have fine Parts indeed whochears 
a Woman! | | 

Vix, Lace, Madam, lies ina ſmall Compaſs, and is 
of eaſy Conveyance, But you are apt Madam to think 
too well of your Friends, 1 
-. Coax, If any Woman had more Art than another, td 
beſure, "tis Jenny Diver. Though her Fellow be never ſa Wa 
agreeable, ſhe can pick his Pocket as coolly, as if Money al 
were her own Pleaſure, Now that is a Command ot the 
Paſſions uncommon in a Woman! 6: | 

Jenny, I never goto the Tavern with a Man, but᷑ in the 


of 


28 De Beggar's Opera, | 
of Men for my Pleaſure, But had 1 your Addreſs, 
Madam | | > 

8 Mach. Have done with your Compliments, Ladies, 
TF and drink about: You are not ſo fond of me; Jenny, 


f 

= as you uſe to be. - 

| Jenny. *Tis not convenient, Sir, to ſhow my Fond. 
= ns among ſo many Rivals. is your own Choice, 

a not the Warmth of my Inclination that will de- 

5 


termine you. 


Before the Barn door crowing, 
The Cock by Hens attended, 
His Eyes around him throwing, 
Sands for a while ſuſpended. 
ben one he ſingles from the Crew, 
And chears the happy Hen; 1 
| With how do you do, and how do you do, 
d be de you do again. 
; 1 Mach. Ah Jenny! thou art a dear Slut. 
3 Tall Pray, Madam, were you ever in keeping: 
_ Twd. 1 bope, Madam, I ha'nt been ſo long upon 
e Town, but I have met with ſome good Fortune 
well as my Neighbours, 
Null Pardon me, Madam, I meant no harm by 
the Queſtion : twas only in the way of Converſation. 
.\Tawd. Indeed, Madam, if I had not been a Fool, I 
might have liv'd very handſomely with my laſt Friend. 
But upon his miſſing five Guineas, he turn'd me off, 
Now I never ſuſyected be had counted them. 25 
'F Slam. Who do you look upon, Madam, as your 
beſt ſort of Keepers: | 
Tull. Tha:, Madam, is thereafter as they be. 
© Ham, 1, Madam, was once kept by a Few : andbating 
their Religionz to W omen they are a good ſort of People. 


" * 
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| | AIR v. All in a miſty Morning, Ce. 
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Tawd, Now for my part, I own I like an old Fellow, 
for we always make them pay for what they ean't do. 

vir. A ſpruce Printice, let me tell you, Ladies is no ili 
thing, they bleed freely, I have ſent at leaſt to or tres 
dozen of — in my time to the Plantation. 

Jenny. But to be ſure, Sir, with ſo muchgood For- 
tune as you have had upon the Road, you muſt grow 
immenſely rich. 

Mach, The Road, indeed, hath done me juſtice, but 
the Gaming-Table bath been my Ruin, . 


AIR vl. When once I lay wich another Man's Wife, Ge 


Jen. The Gameſters and Lawyers are Jugglers alike, 
If they meddle, your All is in danger, © 
Like Gypſies if once they can finger a Souſe, 
Tour Pockets they pick, and they pilfer your Houſe; 
And give your Eſtate to 4 Stranger. 7 


f 
1 
1 
J 
I 
| 
9 


Theſe are the Tools of a Man of Honour. Cards and Dice 
dre only fit for cowardly Cheats, who prey upon their 
: Friends, She rakes up his Piſtol, Tawdry takes up the other. © 
Tawd. This, Sir, is fitter for your Hand, Beſides your 
Loſs of Money, 'tiga Loſs to the Ladies, Gaming takes 
| ou off from Women, How fond could I be of you! 
| ut before Company, tis ill bret. 3 
Mach. Wanton Huſſies! 


&f 


ow I muſt end will have a Kiſs to give my Wing | 
aZ 9 

: They take him about theNeck, and make Signs toPeachum 

( and Cenftables, xwho raſh in wen bom. A 3 

x * SN 


Tu them Peachum, and Conflables, ; PF = 4 
| Peach, 1 feize you, Sir, as my Priſoner, ©» 
z _ Math; Was this well done, Jenny: Women 
are Decoy Ducks! who can truſt them! Beafts, Jades, 
Jiks, Harpies, Furies, I” BEER 
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Peach. Tout Caſe, Mr. Macheath is not particular, The 
eateſt Heroes have been tuin d by Women, But to do 
them Juſtice,” I muſt own they are a pretty ſort of Crea · 
tures if we could truſt them. You muſt now, Sir, take 
your leave of the Ladies, and if they have a Mind to make 
tp a Viſit, they will be ſureto find you at home. The 

entleman, Ladies, lodges in Newgaze, Conſtables, 


wait upon the Captain to his Lodgings, 


AIR VII. When firſt I laid Siege to my Chloris, &c. 


Mach. A the Tree 7 ſhall ſufftr with pleaſure, 
A the Tree I ſhall ſuffer with pleaſure, 
: Tet me go where I will, © 
In all. kinds of ill, | 
I ſhall find no ſuch Furies as theſe are. 


Peach. Ladies, I'll take care the Reckoning ſhall be 
diſcharg'd, 


(Ex. Macheath, guarded with Peachum andConftable:, 


SCENE VL 


The Women remain. 


IS Vix. Look ye, Mrs. Jenny, though Mr. Peachum may 


have made a private Bargain with you and Suky Tawary 


for betraying the Captain, as we were all aſliſting, we 
ought all to ſhare alike, 
Coax, I think Mrs. Peachum,aſter ſo long an Acquain- 


tance, might have truſted me as well as Jenny Diver. 
Slam, I am ſureat leaſt three Men of his hanging, and 
in a Year'stime too, (if he did me Juſtice) ſhould be ſer 


down to my Account, - | \ 
Trull. Mrs. Slamekin, that is not fail. For you 


know, one af them was taken in bed with me. 


Jenny. As far as a Bowl of Punch or a Treat, I believe 
Mrs, Suky will join with. me — As for any thing 
elſe, Ladies, you cannot in Conſequence ou 
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Kam. Dear Madam. þ | 
Trull, 1 would not for the World 


Slam, 'Tis impoſſible for m 
Trull, As I hope to be ſav'd, Madam 


| . Nay, then I muſt ſtay here all Night. 
Tull. Since you command me. 


(Exeunt with great Geremony, 
SCENE VII. Neugate. 


Lockit, Turnkeys, Macheath, Conflables, | 


Lock, Noble Captain, you are welcome. You have 
not been a Lodger of mine this Yeat and half. You 
know the Cuſtom, Sir,Garniſh, Captain, Garniſh, Hand 
me down thoſe Fetters there. ä 

Mach, Thoſe, Mr. Toc kit, ſeem to be the heavieſt of 
the whole Set. With your leaye, I ſhould like the 
further Pair better. | | 

Lock. Look ye Captain, you know what is fitteſt for 
our Priſoners. W hen a Gentleman uſes me with Civilityz 
3 do the beſt 1 can to pleaſe him Hand 
them down, I ſay We have them of all Prices, 
from one Guinea to ten, and 'tis fitting every Gentle- 
man ſhould pleaſe himſelf. Fo 

Mac h. I underſtand you, Sir, (gives Money.) TheFees © 
here are ſo many and ſo exorbitant, that few Fortunes 
can bear the Expence of getting off handfomely, ot 
of dying like a Gentleman, | * 

Lock, Thoſe I ſee, will fit the Captain better 
Take down the further Pair. Do but examine them, Sir, 
Never was better Work How gen- 
teely they are made !. They will fit as eaſy as a Glove, 
and the niceſt Man in England might not be aſham'd to 
wear them (He puts on rhe Chains.) If I bad the beſt 


Gentleman in the Land in my Cuſtody, I could not equip 
him more hardfomely. And ſo, Sir—I now leays you 
to'your private Meditations, | pn” 
SY OS | 2 Red org 1 
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SCENE VII 

: Macheath, 

AIR * Courtiers, Courtiers, think it no harm, c. 


Man may eſcape from Rope and Gun, 
Nay, ſome have out-liv'd the Doctor's Pill: 
ho takes a Woman muſt be undone, 

That Baſilisk is ſure 10 kill, | 
The Fly that fips Treacle is loſt in the Sweets, 
So he that taftes Woman, Woman, Woman, 

He that taſtes Woman, Ruin meets. 


32 
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To what a woful plight have I brought my ſelf? Here 
muſt I (all Day long, till I am hang'd) be confin'd to 
hear the Reproaches of a Wench who lays her Ruin at 
my Door I am in the Cuſtody of her Father, and 
to be ſure if he knows of the Matter, I ſhall have a fine 
time on't betwixt this and my Execution--But I promis'd 
theWencbMarriage..W hat ſignifies a Promiſe to a Wo- 
man? Does not Man in Marriage itſelf promiſe a hundred 
things that he never means to perform? Doall we can, 
Women will believe us; for they look upon a Promiſe as 
an Excuſe for following their own Inclinations,—— 
But here comes Lucy, and I cannot get from her 
Wou'd I were deat! 


SCENE IX, 
Macheath, Lucy, 


Lucy. Lou baſe Man you how can you look me in 
the Face aſtet what hath paſt between us ?—See here, 
perfidious Wretch, how I am forced to bear about the 
Load of Infamy you have laid upon me—O Macbeath 
thou haſt robbꝰ d me of my Quiet co ſee thee tor 
tur'd-would give me Pleaſu re.. 1 
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AIR Ix. A lovely Laſs to a Friar came, Ge. 
Thus when a Huſwife ſees a Rat 
In her Trop in the Morning taken, 
With pleaſure her Heart goes pit a pat 
In Revenge for her loſs of Beacon: 
Then ſhe throws him 
To the Dog or Cat 
To be worried, cruſh'd and ſh aken, 


Mach, Have you no Bowels, no Tenderneſs, my dear 

Leuy, to ſee a Husband in theſe Circumſtances? ' 

Lucy, A Husband! | 

Mach, In every reſpect but the Form, and that, my 
Dear, may be ſaid oyer us at any time. Friends 
ſhould not inſiſt upon Ceremonies. From a Man of Ho- 
nour, his Word is as good as his Bond. 

Lucy. Tis the Pleaſure of all you fine Men to inſult 
the Women you have ruin de. | 


. 


AIR x. 'Tis when the Seas was roariog, G- * ii 


How cruel are the Traytors, * 
I#ho lye and ſcuear in jeſt, 
To cheat unguarded Creatures 
Of Virtue, Fame, and Reſt ! 
Whoever fleals a Shilling, 
Though Shame the Guilt conceals: 
In Love the perjur'd Villain, 
With Boafts the Theft reveals, 


Mach, The very firſt Opportunity, my Dear, (have 
but Patience) you ſhall be my Wife'in whatever Manner 
you pleaſe, | 


Lucy. Infinuating Monſter! And ſo zou think know | 


nothing of the Affair of Miſs Polly Peae bum. could 
tear thy Eyes out! - OF 
C 3 Mach, 
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Mach, Sure, Lucy, you can't be ſuch a Feol as to 
be jeleous of Polly! | 
Lucy. Are you not married to her you Brute, you ? 
Mach, Married! Very good, The Wench gives it out 
only to vex thee, and to ruin me in thy good Opinion. 
"Tis true, I go to the Houſe; I chat with the Girl, 1 
kiſs her, I ſay a thouſand things to her (as all Gentlemen 
do) that mean nothing, to divert my ſelf; and now the 
filly Jade hath ſet it Hour that I am married to her, to 
let me know what ſhe would be at. Indeed my dear 


Lucy, theſe violent Paſſions may be of ill Conſequence 


to a Woman in your Condition. 

Tuer. Come, come, Captain, for all your Aſſurance, 
you know that Miſs Polly hath put it out of your Power 
to do me the Juſtice you promis'd me. | 


* » Mach. A jealous Woman believes every thing her 


Paſſion ſuggeſts. To convince you of my Sincerity, 
if we can find the Ordinary, 1 ſhall have no ſcruples 
of making you my Wife; and I know the Conſe- 


' quence ving two at a time, 


Lucy. That ycu are only to be hang'd and fo get rid 
of them both. : 
Math. I am ready, my dear Lucy, to give you Satis- 


faction il you think there is any in Marriage=— 


What can a Man of Honour ſay more? 
Lucy. So then it ſeems, you are not married toMiſs Polly. 
Mach, You kaow Lucy, the Girl is prodigiouſly con- 


«ceited. No Man can ſay a civil thing to her, but (like o- 
ther fine Ladies) her Vanity makes her think he's her 


own for ever and ever, 


AIR XI. The eun had loos'd bis Near Teams, Cc. 


The firſt time at the Looking-glaſs 
. Mat her ſets her Daughter, 
. The Image ſtrikes the ſmiling Laſs 
With Selſ-love ever after. | Ar 
"'Fa ch time ſhe Hooks, ſhe fonder grown, = 
© Thinks gv'ry Charm grows ſtronger ; 


. 
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But alas, vain Maid, all Eyes but your own, 
Can ſee you are, net, v , rt. 


When Women 8 their own Beauties, thay are all 
alike unreaſonable in their demands;for they expect their 
Lovers ſhould like them as long as they like themſelyes. . 

Lucy, Yonder is my Father perhaps this way 
we may light upon the Ordinary, who ſhall try if you 


will be as good as your Nord For i lotg to be 


made an honeſt Woman... enn 
| SCENE X. | 
Peachum, Lockit with an Account-Book,. 


Lock, In this laſt Affair, Brother Peachum, we are as 
greed. You have conſented to go halves in Macbeath. 

Peach, We ſhall never fall out about an Execution 
But as to that Article, pray how ſtands our laſt Year's 
Account, a. 

Lock, If you will run your Eye over it, you'll fin 
"tis fair and clearly ſtated, \- at 
Peach. This long Arrear of the Government is very 
bard upon us! Can it be expected that we ſhould 
our dequyjoance for nothing, when our Betters wi 


handly ave theirs without being paid for it, Unleſs the 
Peoplein 8 pay bettet, I promiſe them forthe 
future, I ſhall let other Rogues live beſides their own. 


Lock, Perhaps, Brother, they are alraidtheſe Matters 
may be garried too far. We are treated too by them 
win Contempt, as if our Profeſſion was not reputable. 

Peach, In one Reſpe indeed, out Employment may 
be reckon'd diſhoneſt, becauſe like Great Stateſmen, we 
encourage thoſe who betray their Friends, - 

_ _ Lock, Such Language, Brother, any where elſe, might 
turn to your Prejudice. Learn to be more guarded, I beg 
you, | 
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AIR XII. How happy are we, &“. 


X 


When you cenſure the Age, 
Be cautions and ſage, 
Left the Courtiers offended ſhould be: 
If you mention Vice or Bribe, 
Is pat to all the Tribe, 
Zach crys That was levell'd at me. 


Peach. Here's poor Ned Clincher's Name, I ſee. Sure, 
Brother Lockit, there was a little unfair proceeding in 
Ned's Caſe; for he told me in the condemn'd Hold, that 
for Value receiv'd, you had promis'd him a Seſſion or 


| two longer without Moleſtation. 


* Tock, Mr. Peachum, This is the firſt time my 
Honour was call'd in Queſtion. 

Peach, Zuſineſs is at an end if once we act diſho- 
pourably. 

Lock. Who accuſes me 

Peach, You are warm, Brother. | 

Lock, He that attacks my Honour, attacks my Lively- 


; | | hood—And this Uſage Sir is not to be born. 


Peach. Since you provoke me to ſpeak I muſt tell you 


too, that Mrs. Oaxer charges you with defrauding her of 


her Information -Money, for the apprehenꝭ ing of curl 
pated flugh. Indeed, indeed, Brother we muſt punctually 
pay our Spies, or we ſhall have no Information. 
Luck. Isthis Language to me,Sirrah---who ve ſav'd 
you fromthe Gallows, Sirrah! (Collaring each other. 
Peach. If 1 am bang'd, it ſhall be for ridding the 
World of an errant Raſcal. 
Leck. This Hand ſhall do the Office of the Halter 
udeſerye, and throttle you- you Dog. 
Peach. Brother, Brother We are both in the wrong. 
We ſhall be both Loſers d the Diſpute, for you know we 
have it in our Power to hang each other, You ſhould not 
bt ſo paſſionate. 


. Nor you ſo proyoking, 


Peach. 


tleman about this Snuff. box, that Fileb nimm'd two 


Lucy. Is then his Fate decreed, Sir? 
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Peach. Tis our mutual Intereſt; tis for the Intereſt of 
the World we ſhould agree. If I ſaid any thing, Brother, 
to the prejudice of your Character, i ask pardon. 
Lock, Brother Peachum 1 can forgive as well 
as reſent Give me your Hand. Suſpicion does 
not become a Friend. 
| Peach. I only meant to give you Occaſionto juſtifie 
yourſelf: But I muſt now ſtep home, for I expect ihe Gen- 


Nights ago in the Park, I appointed him at this Hour. 
SCENE XI. | 
Lockit, Lucy, 


Lock. Whence came you, Huſſy + 
Lucy. My Tears might anſwer that Queſtion. | 
Lock. You have then been whimpering and ſondling 
like a Spaniel, over the Fellow that bas abus'd you. 
Lucy, One can't help Lobe; one can't cure it. i 
not in my Power to obey you, and hate him. 
Luck, Learn to beat your Husband's Death like areas 
ſonable Woman. *Tis not the Faſhion, now-a-days, Tan 
much as to affect Sorrow upon theſe Occafions, Now 
Woman would ever marry, if ſhe had not the Chance oF 
Mortality tor a Releaſe, Act like a Woman of Spirits 
Huſly, and thank your Father for what he is doing, 


Ayn XIII. Of a noble Race was Sbinkin. 


py 
. 


Such a Man can I think of quitting ? 
When firſt we met, ſo moves me yet, 
O ſee how my Heart is ſplitting ! 


Zuck. Look ye, Lucy There is no ſaving him 
»=So, I think, you muſt ev'n do like other Widow: 
Buy your ſelf Weeds, and be cheerful, 


ain 


The Beggar's Opera; 
AI XIV. 


Tow'll think &er many Days enſue, 
| This Sentence not ſevere $ 
I hang your Husband, Child, tis true, 
But with him hang your Care. 
Tang dang dille dee. 


Like a Good Wife, go moan of your dying Husband, 

WET bat, Child, is your Duty. Conſider Girl, you can't 
eee che Man and the Money too. ſo make your ſelf as 
eaſy as you can, by getting all you can from him. 


SCENE XII. 
Lucy, Macheath, 


= . Ly. Though the Ordinary was out of my way to day, 
1 hope, oy ear, you ill, upon the firſt Opportunity, 
quiet my Ut Ob Si my Father's hard Heart 
not to be ſoften'd, and Iam in the utmoſt Deſpair, 
ei. But if 1 could raiſe a ſmall Sum - W ould 
ot wenty Guineas, think you, move bim? Of all 
ihe Arguments in the way of Buſineſs, the Perquiſite 
Ws the moſt prevvling Your Fathers Perquiſites 
we Eſcape of Priſoners muſt amount to a conſide- 
ble Sum in the Year, Money well tim'd, and pro- 
eech apply'd will do any thing, d 


AIR XY. London Ladies, 


If you. at an Office ſollicit your Due, 
And would not haue Matters neglected ; 
der muſt quicken the Clerk with the Perquiſte tos, 
Toe as what his Duty directed. 


* p 


or 


The Beggar's come 


Or would you the frowns" of a Lady prevent, 
She too has this palpable Failing, __ __ 

The Perquiſite ſoftens her into Cn t 
That reaſon with all is pre vailing. 


Lucy. What love or Money can do ſh1ll be doe: For I 
all mz Comfort depends upon your Safety. = 


SCENE XIII. 
\ Lucy, Macheath, Polly, 


Polly, Where is my dear Husband? —Wasa Rope e 
ver intended for this Neck. O let me throw my Arms 
about it, and throttle thee with Love hy doſt the 
turn away ſrom me ? Tis thy Polly Tis thy Wife. 

Mach, Was ever ſuch an unfortunateRaſcal as Lam! 

Lucy. Was there eyer ſuch another Villain! l 

Polly. O Macheath! was it for this we parted ? Ta 
Impriſon'd! Try'd! Hang'd ! cruel RefleQion! I Raya 
wich thee 'till Death no Force ſhall tear thy % 
Wife fromſthee now, what means m/ Love NO e § 
one kind Word / not one kind Look! think what thy Ki 
Polly ſuffers to ſee thee in this Condition. 14 


AIR XVI, All in che Downs, Ge. 
' Thus when the Swallow, ſeeking Pre, 
Within the Saſh is cloſely peut, N 
Hi: Con ſort, <vith bemoaning lay, 
Withous fits pining for th' Event,  __ 
Her chattering lovers all around ber lim 
She heeds him not, (poor Bird !) her Ssuls with bim. 
Mach, I muſt diſown ber. (Ade) The Wench is 


iſtracted 
om am I then bilk'd of my Virtue? Can I have ns 


eparation ? Sure Men were born tolye, and Women 


Polly. 


lieve them! O Villain! Van! 


_ Ne Bepgpar's Opera. 
eli Am not I thy Wife ? Thy neglect of me, thy 
verlion to me too ſeverely proves it. Look on me. 
Tell me, am I not thy Wife? bs 
Lucy. Perfidious Wretch! 
Polly. Barbarous Husband! 
Trey. Hadſt thou been bang'd five Months ago, I 
had been happy. | 
8 Mach. And 1 too— If you bad been kind to me till 
oeach, it would not have vex'd me And that's no very 
Wwnrcaſonable Requeſt, (though from a Wife) to a Man 
who had not above ſeven or eight Days to live. 
Lucy. Art thou then married to another? Haſt thou 
d Wives, Monſter ? 
Mach, It Women's Tongues can ceaſe for an An- 
wer bear me. 
| 4 I won't Fleſh and Blood can't bear my Uſage. 
Polly. Shall I not claim my own? Juſtice bids me ſpeak. 


BIR XY 11. Haye you heard of a frolickſome Ditty, & c. 


Mach, Hew happy could I be with either, 
Mere other dear Charmer away ! 
But while you thus teaze me together, 
| To neither a Word will I ſay; 

But tol, de rol, &c. 


Polly. Sure, my Dear, there ought to be ſome Prefer- 
mentſhowntoa Wife! At leaſt ſhe may claim the Ap- 
pearanceotit, He muſt be diſtracted with his Misfor- 
tunes, or he could not uſe me thus! 

Lxey. O Villain, Villain! thou haſt deceiv'd me... 
couldeyen inform againſt thee withPleaſure, Not aPrude 
wiſhes more heartily to have Facts againſt her intimate 
Acquaintance,than 1 now wiſh to hayeFaQts againſt thee. 
I would haye her Satisfaction, and they ſhall all out. 
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The Beggar's Opera. 


AIR xvIII. Iriſh Trot, 


Polly. Pm bubbled, 

Lucy. I'm bubbled. 
Polly. O how I am troubled! 
Lucy. Bambouzled, and bit! 


Polly. My Diſtreſſes are doubled, 
Lucy. When you come to the Tree, ſhould the Hangma_— 
| refuſe, ; UW 
Theſe Fingers, with Pleaſure could faſen cb 
Nooſe. 25 
Polly. T bubbled, &c, 8. 


Mach, Be pacified, my dear Lucy This is all a Fete 
of Polly's, to make me deſperate with you in caſe I gel 
off, If1 am hang'd, ſhe would fain have the Credit 
being thought my Widow—Really, Polly, this 
no time for a Diſpute of this ſort; for whenever you al 
talking of Marriage, I am thinking of Hanging, 

Polly. And h thou the Heart to perſiſt in diſc 


me? f 
Mach. And haſt thou the Heart to perſiſt in perſuadii 
me that I am married? Why, Polly, doſt thou ſeeꝶ 
aggravate my Misfortunes ? 2 
Lucy, Really, Miſs Peachum, you but expoſe you 
ſelf, Beſides, tis barbarous in yau to worry a Ge 
tleman in his Circumſtances. Foy 


* 


AIR XIX. 


Polly. Ceaſe your Funning; . 0, 
. Force or Cunning © br 
Never (hall my Heart teh 
All theſe Sallies 3 
Are but Malice | 
Tv ſeduce my conflant Mae 


_ 
4 1 
7 : 
; | 
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' "Tis, moſt certain | 
By their flurting, 
Wemen oft have Envy ſhewn , 
Pleas'd to ruin 
Others wooing ; 
Never happy in their own! 


—_ 7; Decency, Madam, methinks might teach you 
—o bchave your 7210 with ſome Reſerve — the New: 
Sand, while bis Wite is preſent. _ - 

EF Mach, But ſeriouſly, Polly, this is carrying the Joke 
little too far. | 

| Lacy, If you are determin'd, Madam, to raiſe a diſtur- 
eee in the Priſon, 1 be oblig'd to ſend for the 
SPurnkey to ſhewyou the Door. I am ſo Madam 
1 "RE me to be ſo ill.bred, * a 
ee. Give me leave to tell you, Madam; theſe ſor- 
don't become you in the leaſt, Madam. And 
17 Ys. Madam, obliges me to ſtay with my Hus- 


r 


ei xx. Good morrow Goſſip Joan, 


« Why how now, Madam Flirt? 
Va thus nuſt chatter; 
Al art for flinging Dirt, 
| Let's try who beſt can ſpatter; 
3 2% Naden Flirt! 
o. Why how new, ſaucy Jade; 

| Sure the Wench is tipſy 
How can you ſee me made (To him. 
The Scoff of ſuch a Gi !! ; 

Saucy Fade! Soda 
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De Beggar's Opera, 8 
SCENE Xiv. 
Lucy, Macheath, Polly, Peachum. 


Peach, Where's my Wench? Ah Huſſy! Haſſy = 
Come you home, you Slut; and when your Fellow js Wl 
hang'd, hang your ſelf, to make your Family Some 
amends, | .= 

Polly, Dear, dear Father, do not tear me from him 
I muſt ſpeak ; I have more to ſay to him Oh! twiſt the 
Fetters about me, that he may not haul me from thee! 

Peach. Sure all Women are alike ! It ever hey com- 
mit the Folly, they are ſute to commit anocher by en- 
poſing themſelves — Away Not a word more -L 
are my Priſoner now, Huſſy. hg 


AIR XXI. Iriſh How!, ; 


Polly, No Power en Earth can Ver divide 
The Knot that Sacrad love hath ty'ds . © 
hen Parents draw againſt our Mind, 
The true-love's Knot they faſter bind. © 

Oh, ob ray, oh Ambra. oh, bc, 
Holding Macheath, Peachum pulling hers i 
I | 


sc ME XY, 


Lucy, Macheath, 

Mach. 1 am N compaſſionate, Wile; ſo that T 
cou'd not uſe the Wench as ſhedeſery*dywhich made you 
at firſt ſuſpe there was ſomething in what ſhe ſaid. > 

Lucy. Indeed my Dear, I was ftrangely puzaled, 7 

Mach. If that had been the Caſe, her Father woald® 
never have brought me into this Cigcumſtance..No, 
Lucy had rather dye than be falſe to thee. 
+ Lucy, How happy am I, if you ſay this from your: 
Heart? For I love thee ſo, that I could ſooner bear to ſee 
_ thee hang'd than in the Arms of another. _ * 
| "LEP arr. 


= 
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Mach. But couldſt thou bear to ſee me hang'd? 

. Oh Macheath, I can never live to ſee that Day. 
Mach. You ſee, Lucy; in the Account of Love you 
are in my Debt, and you mult now be convinc'd, that I 
rather choſe to die than to be another's Make me, if 
poſſible, love thee more, and let me owe my Life to thee 
ll you refuſe to aſſiſt me, Peachum and your Father 
will immediately put me beyond all means of Eſcape. 
Tucy. My Father I know hath been drinking hard 

with the Priſoners: And I fancy he is now taking his 
Nap in his own Roomemit I can procure the Keys, 
ſhall 1 off with thee, my Dear? 
Mach, It we are together, twill be impoſſible to lye 
conceal'd. As ſoon as the Search begins to be a little cool, 
lil fend to thee Till then my Heart is thy Priſoner, 
Te. Come then, my dear Husband.—owethy Life 
WE to me—and though you love me not— be grate ful But 
bn Polly runs in my Head ſtrangely, 
E Mach, A Moment of time may make us unhappy 
for ever. 8 . s 


= AIR XXII. The Laſs of Patie's Mill, &s, 


| 1 Lucy. 1 like the Fox (hall grieve, 
—_ _ Whoſe Yate hath left her fide, 
e Hoands from Morn to Eve, 
Ig > Chaſe o'er the Country wide. 
mere can my lover hide? 
| Where cheat the weary Pack? 
F leve be not his Guide, 


He never will come back! 


* 
= i U 
* „„ 2 cow 1 Nb ET's. 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 
SCENE, Newgate.. _ - 


Loc kit, Lucy. 


Loe k. O beſureWench, you muſt have been aiding | 
and abeting him to help him to this Eſcape. 
Lucy. Sir, here bath been Peachum and his Daughter 
Poll, and to be ſure they know the ways of Newgareas 
well as if they had been born and bred in the Place all 
their Lives. Why muſt all your Suſpicion light upon me? 
Lock. Lucy, Lucy, I will have none ot-thefe ſnuffl- I 
ing Anſwers. 1 
Luck, Well then. If I know any thing of him, 1 
I wiſh I may be burnt! 3 
Lock. Keep your Temper, Lucy, or 1 wall pro- 
nounce — gui 
Keep yours, Sir. do wiſn 1 may be burnt. + 
1 dow—And whar can 1 ſay more to convince ou? 
Lock. Did he tip handſomely ? How much did he 
come down wich? Come, Huſſy, cheat your Father, andi 
I ſhall not be angry with youPerbaps, you have made 
a better Bargain with him than 1 could baye done 
How much, my good Girl? 
Lucy, You know, Sir, I am fond of him, and would 
have Money to have kept bum — bog | 


Ah Lucy ! thy Education 
more upon thy er, for a Girl in — 
houſe is 5 beſieg d. 
Lucy. 


Sir, mention not my e 
das te dat I owe my Ruin. 2 


.. 


# - 
o 
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AAL If Loves a Tweet Paſſion, r. 

When young at the Bar you firſt taught me to ſcore, 

And bid me be free of my Lips and ne more; 

Ju kiſi'd by the Parſin, the Squire and the Sor, 
. When the Gueſt wits departed, the Kiſs was forgot. 
-_ But his Kiſs was ſo ſweet, and ſo cloſely he preſt, 
"That languiſb d and"pin'd fill I granted the reſt. 

If you canfotgive nie, Sir, I will ma ke a fair Confeſſion, 
— ſure he harh been a moſt barbarous Villain to 


Lol. And ſo ve let him „Huſſy- have you? 
| Lucy. — oman — — 2 
Word can perſwade her to any thing And I could 
ak no other Bribe. | 
11 Lock. Thou wilt always be a vulgar Slut, Lucy— If 
ou would not be look d upon as a Fool, you ſhould 
reer do any thing bat upon the Foot of Intereſt, 
Fhoſe that aft-otherwiſe are their own Bubbles. 

Lacy. But Love, Sir, is a Misfortune that may happen 
to'rhemoſt diſcreet Woman,and inLove we are all Fools 
alike--Norwithſtanding all he ſwote, I am now fully con- 
| vinc'd that\Polly Peathom is actually his Wife. Did I let 

We hinveſcape, (Fool that was!) to go to her) Polly will 
—_— wheedicher ſelf into his Money, and then Peachum will 
FEE bang him, and cheat us both. 

W” Lock. So I am to be ruin'd, becauſe, forſooth, you 

tmuſt be in Love A very pretty Excuſe! 
Tuey Leould murder that impudent happy Strumpet— 
3 his Life, and that Creature —— 
„Al II. South. Sea Ballad, 
= My Love is all Madneſs and Folly, 

Alone The, 

* Toſs, tumble, and cry, 
Phat « happy Creature is Polly ! 
a der ſuch 4 Wretch as 1! 


The Beggar's Opers. 
With Rage I redaen like Scarlet, 
That my dear inconſtant Varlet, 
Stark blind to my Charms, 
Is bft in the Arms 
Of that File, that inweigling Harlot | 
Stark blind to my Charms, 
It leſt in the Arms 


Of that Jilt, that inveigling Harlot ! 
THr, this my Reſentment alarms, 


Lock. And fo after allthis Miſchief, I muſt ſtay here tu 
be entertain'd with your caterwauling Miſtreſs Puis: 
Out of my Sight, wanton Strumpet ! you ſhall faſt and 
mortify yourſe f into Reaſon, with now and then alittle 
handſome Diſcipline to bring you to your Senſes. 0 


SCENE IL, 
Lockit. 


FEI then intends to outwit me in this Affair; but 
I'll be even with bim. The Dog is leaky with his A= 
quor, ſo I'll pl pl him that way, get he Secret from him, 
and turn this Affair to my own Advantage. Lions, 
Wolves, and Vultures don't ee MO er in Herds; "Mn 
Droves or Flocks,—Of all Animals of Prey, Man is tbe" 
only ſociable one. Every one of us preys upon hisNeigh»7 
bour, and yet we herd together.—-Peachum is my Come 
panion, my 2 — to the Cuſton, of the 
. indeed, he may quote thouſands of Precedenis 

— me And ſhall not I make uſe of the 
Pigs 


Friendſhip to make him a Return? = 


„ 


AIR III. Packingron's Pound. 


Thas Gameſters united in Friendſhip are ſound, 
_ — my oy Induſtry 3 


8 The Beggar's Opera. 
They flock to their Prey at the Dice- Ba': Sound, 
And join to promote one another's Deceit; 


But if by Miſhap 
They ſail of a Chap, | 
To keep in their Hand, they each other intra p: 
Like Pikes lank with Hunger, wwho miſt of their Ends, 
They bite their Companions, and prey on their Friends. 


Now, Peachum, you and I, like honeſt Tradeſmen 
are to have afair Tryal which of us two can over. reach 
the other Lucy —(Erzter Lucy.) Are there any of 
Feachum's People now in the Houſe? , | 

Lucy. Filch, Sir, is drinking a Quattern of Strong- 
Waters in the next Room with Black Moll. 

Teel. Bid him come to me. 


SCENE III. 
Lock it, Filch. 


Tec. Why, Boy, thou lookeſt as if thou wert half; 
Rarved like a ſhotten Herring. | 
> .Filch, One had need have the Conſticution of a Horſe 
ta go through the bulineſs-. Since the favourite Child-get- 
ter was diſabled by a Miſhap, I have picked uy a little Mo- 
ney. by helping the Ladies co a Pregnancy againſt their 
being call'd down to Sentence-—But if a Man cannot 
get an boneſt Livelibood an eaſier way, I am ſure tis 
FRE What 1 can't undertake for another Seſſion. 
ect. Truly, if that great Man ſhould ti off, *twould 
he an irreparable Loſs, , The Vigour and Proweſsof a 
Knight Errant never ſav'd half the Ladies in Diſtreſs that 
e hath done But, Boy, cahſt thou tell me where 
by Maſter ig to be found! 3 To 
Filch, At his * Lock, Sir, at the Brooked Billet. 
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The Beggar's Opera. 49 
Lock. Very well—1 have nothing more with you. 
(Ex, Filch.) 1'1l go ta him there, for I have many impor: 
tant Affairs to ſettle with him: and inthe way of thoſe 
1 I'll arrfully get into his Secret · So that Mac. 

each ſhall not remain a Day longer out of my Clutches, 


SCENE IV. A gaming Houſe. 
Macheath in « fine tarniſh'd Coat, Ben, Badge, Matt 
, of the Mint. 1 


Mach. I am forry, Gentlemen, the Read was ſo 
barren of Money. When my Friends are in Difficulties, 
I am always glad that my Fortune can be ſervicable to 
them (Gives them Money) You ſee, Gentlemen, I am 


not a meer Court Friend, who proleſſes every thing | 
and will do nothing, | | _ 


4 ® 


AIR IV. Lilbulleroo. 


The Modes ef the Court jo common are grou 
That a true Friend can hardly be met; 


Friendſhip for Intereſt is but a loan, 
Which they lay out for what they can got. © © 
"Ts true you find a | g i . * 
Some Friends ſo kind, * pu 


Who Twill give you good Counſel them ſelves ra defend; 
In ſerrecuſful Ditty, 0 
They promiſe they pit, | 
But ſhift you for Money, from Friend to Friend. 


But we, Gentlemen, have till Honour enough to break 
hrough the Corruptions of the rid. And while I 
ſetve jou, you may command me. 3 
Ben. It grieves my Heart that ſo generous a Man ſhould 
be involy'd in ſuch Difficulties, as oblize him to tive withy 
fuch ill Company, and herd with Gameſets. 
<p D ; | _ 


* 
RT 2 


yo. The Beggar's Opera. 
. Matt. See the Partiality of Mankind! One Man may 
eala Horſe, better than another look over a Hedge---Of 
ll Machanics, of all ſervile Handicrafts men, a Gameſter 
isthe vileſt. But yet as many of the Quality are of the 
Proleſſion, he is admitted among — Company, 
wonder we are not more reſpe& 
Mach. There will be a deep Play to night at Mary. 
bone, and conſequently Money may be pick'd up upon 
the Road. Meet me there, and I'll give you the Hint 
who is worth Setting. | 
Matt, The Fellow with a brown Coat witha narrow 
Gold Binding, I am told, is never without Money. 
Mach. What do you mean Matt: — Sure you 
Will not think of meddling with him !. He's a good 
honeſt kind of a Fellow, and one of us. 
Ren. To be ſure, Sir, we will put our ſelves under 
our Direction, 

Mach. Have an Eye upon the Money-Lenders —\ 
Rowleau, or two, would prove a pretty Sort of an ex- 
pedition. * _— _ 

Matt. e Rouleaus.are v 5— 
hate your — Bills There 25 1 in put - 
ing them off. 

3 5. There is a certain Man of Diſtinction, who 
an his Time hath nick'd me out of a great deal of the 
| oy. He is in my Caſh, Ber..gl'll point him out to 

you this Eyening, and you ſhall draw upon him for 
the Debt be Company are met; I hear the 

Dice-box in the other Room. 80, Gentlemen, your 
Servant. You'll meet me at Mary-bone. 


SCENE V. Peachum's Lock. 
A Table with Wine, Brandy, Pipes and Tabaces. 


2 Peachum, Lockit. 

= Lock. The Coronation Account, Brother Peachum 
is of ſo intricate a Nature, that I believe it will never 
de ſettled. | 

| ' Peach, It conſiſts indeed of a great Variety of Articles. 

s worth to our People, in Fees of different 


Kinds, 


at 


. The Beggar's Opera. £ 
Kinds, above ten Inſtalments This is part « 
the Account, Brother, that lies open before us. 

Lock. A Lady's Tail of rich Brocade. that, 1 
ſee, is diſpos'd of. 

Peach. To Mrs. Diana Trapes, the Tally-woman,and 
ſhe will make a y=_ Hand on'tin Shoes and Slippers, to 
trick out you * * their going into Keeping. 

Lock, But I don't ſee any Article of the Jewels. 

Peach. Theſe are ſo well known, that they muſt be 
ſent abroad You'll find them enter'd under the Article 
of Exportation As for the Snuſſ- Boxes, Watches, 


Swords, Ge. I thought it beſt to enter them under 
their ſeveral Heads. 


Lock. Seven and twenty Women's Pockets complegt; 
wich zbe ſeveral things therein contain'd; all ſeal'd gum- 
ber'd, and enter'd. | 

Peach, But Brother, it is impoſſible for us now to enter 
upon this Affair We ſhould have the whole Day before Wi 
us.— Beſides, the Account ot the laſt balf Year's Plate is Wi 
in a Book by it ſelf, which lies at the other Office. 

Lack, Bring us then more Liquor To- Day ſhall 
be for Pleaſure. To-morrow for Buſineſs Ah Bro» 
ther, thoſe Daughters of ours are two ſlippery Hufe 
ſies— Keep a watchful Eye upon Polly, and Mace 
heath in a Day or two ſhall be our own again. 


AIR V. Down in the North Country, G © 


Lock. What Gudgeons are wwe Men? 
— - Ev'ry Woman's eaſy Prey, 
Though we have felt the Hook, again 
We bite and they betray, 
The Bird that hath been trapt, 
When he hears his calling mate, 
- To her be flies, again he's clapt 
_ Within the wiry Grate. 


peach. But what ſignifies catching the Bird, if your if 5 
Daughter Lacy will ſer open the Door of the Cage? ny 
; . bs y D 4 | Lock, R | = 
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Tol. If Men were anſwerable for the Follies and 
Frailties of their Wives and Daughters, no Friends could 
keep a good Correſpondence N r tor two Days. 
This is unkind of you, Brother; for among good Friends, 
what they ſay or do, goes for nothing. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, here's Mrs. Diana Trapes wants to ſpeak 
with you. 
- Peach, Shall we admit her, Brother Lockic ? 

Lock. By all means. She's a good Cuſtomer, and 
a fine ſpoken Woman. —And a Woman who drinks 
and talks ſo freely, will enliven the Converſation. 
Peach. Deſire her to walk in. (Exit Servant, 
| $SCENE VI. 

Peachum, Lockit, Mrs, Trapes. 

Peach. Dear Mrs Dye your Servant - One may know 
# by your Kiſs, that your Gin is excellent, 
Trapes. I was always very curious in my Liquors, 
Lock, There is no perfum'd Breath like it —1 have 


been long acquainted with the Fayour of thole Lips 
Han't I Mrs Dye? 


# 1 


Trapes, Fill it up—l take as large Draughts of Li 
quot, as I did of Love—l hate a Flinche: in either. 


AIX VI. A Shepherd kept Sheep, &c. 


In the Days of myYouth I could bill like a Dove, fa, la, la, &c. 
Like aSparrow at all times was ready for love, fa, la, la, &c. 
The Lift of all Mortuls in kiſſing ſhould paſs, 

Tip rolip while we're young-then the lip to the glaſi, fa, &c 


. 


But now, Mr, Peackum; to our Rufineſs lf you have 
Blacks of any Kind, brought in of late; Mantoes Velvet 
Scarts.— Petticoat: Let it be what it will lam your 
Chap tor all my Ladies are very fond of Mourr.iny. 
Peach. W hy look you Mrs. Dye. you deal ſo bard with 
us, that we can afford io pive the Gentlemen, whò ven- 
dure their Lives for the Goods, little or — 5 
* n 4 * . , 1 N 


my own Cloaths about two Hours ago; and have left h 
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. | Trapes. The hard Times oblige me to go very near in 
my Dealing To be ſure, of Jate Years I have been a 
great Sufferer by thePacliament--Three thouſandPoungs 
would hardly make me amends— The A ſor deſtroying 
the Mint, was a ſevere Cut upon our Buſineſs— Till then, 
it a Cuſtomer ſlept out of the way we knew where to 
have her=No doubt you know Mrs. Coaxer —there's & 
Wench now (till to day) with a good Suit of Cloaths o 
mine upon her Back, and I could never ſet Eyes upoꝝ 
her for three Months together.Since the Ad too a- 
ainſt Impriſonment for ſmall Sums, my Loſs there too 
Path been very conſiderable, and ic muſt be fo, when a 
Lady can borrow a handſome Petticoat, or a cleanGown, 
and I not have the leaſt hank upon her! And, o my 
Conſcience, now. a- days moſt Ladies take a Delight 
in cheating, when they can do it with Safety, 
Peach. Madam, you had a handſome Gold Watch 
ol us t'other Day ſor ſeven Guineas - Conſideting we 
muſt have out Profi. To a Gentleman upon the Road 
a Gold Watch wil | be ſcarce worth the taking. 
Trap. Conſider, Mr. Peachum, that Watch was rea 
markable, and not of very fate Sale It you have aa 
black Velvet Scarſs.. hey are a handſome Winter wearg 
and take with moſt Gentlemen who deal with my Cuſt 
mers. Tis I that put the Ladies upon a yood Foot. I 
not Youth or Beauty that fixes their Price. The Gentle 
men always pay according to their Dreſs from half 
Crown to two Guineas , and yet thoſe Huſſies make n 
thing of bilking me. Then too, allowing tor Accident 
I have eleven fine Cuſtomers now down under theSurge 
on's Hands, — what with Fees and other Expences, there 
are great goings out, and no comingsin, and not a Far 
thing to pay for at leaſt a Month's Cſoathing We rut 
great Riſques—great Riſques indeed. W 
Peach. As I remember, you ſaid ſomething juſt no! 
olf Mrs, Coaxer, | 2 
Tap. Yes, Sir To be ſure I ſtript her of a guit 


as ſhe ſhould be, in her Shift, witli a Lover of hers at m | 
Rouſe, Sbe call'd kim up Stairs, as he was going to * 
| | 1 | -* bon 


; 2 j 
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24 I hope for her own ſake 
and mine, ſhe will perſwade the Captain toredeem her, 
for rhe in is very generous to the Ladies, 

Lock, What Captain? 

Trap. He thought 1 did not know him An intimate 
Acquaintance of yours, Mr. Peachum————Only Cap- 
tain Macbeath. 28 fine as a Lord. 

Peach, To-morrow dear Mrs Dye, you ſhall ſet your 
own Price upon any of the Goods on like We have at 
Jeaſt balf a Dozen of Velvet Scarfs, and all at your Ser- 
vice. Will you give me leave to make you a Preſent of 
this Suit of Night-cloaths for your own wearing ?—But 
are you ſure ic — = — — » 

Trapes, T in e forgothim, no 
1 — I have taken a — deal of Geiß 
tain's Money in my Time at a ſecond-hand, for he always 
lov'd to have his Ladies well dreſt. 

- Peach. Mr. Loctit and 1 have alittle Buſineſs with the 

Captain j You underſtand me and we will ſatisfy 
you for Mrs. Ceaxer's Debt. 

”” Lock, Depend upon it we will deal like Men 

of Honour 


|” Trapes. [don't enquire after your Affairs ·B(ſo whatever 
happens, | waſh my Hands on't--[t hathalways been my 


= Maxim, that one Friend ſhould aſſiſt another---But if you 


Pleaſe. I'll take one of the Scarfs home with me. 
ru always good to ſave ſomething in Hand. 


SCENE' VII. -Newgate. 
F 
ATR vn. OneEvening having loſt my Way, Cc. 
Tm like a Shiff on the Ocean tofl, a 


VN. bigh, now low, with each Billew any 


have the Rats. bane ready I run no Riſque; for I can 
lay her Death upon the Gin, and-ſo many dye of that 
naturally that I ſhall never be call'd in Queſtion But ſay 
I were to be hang; d I never could be hang'd for any 


poyloning that Slut. 


out of my ſelf. And really when one bath the Spleen, 
every thing is to be excus'd by a Friend, 
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With her Rudder broke, and ber Anchir left,” | 
Deſerted and all forlom, _ SIRE 
While thus I lye rolling and toffing all Night, 
That Polly lyes ſporting on the Seas of Delight ! 
Revenge, Revenge, Revenge, 
Shall appeaſe my reſtleſs Sprite. 


thing that would give me greater Comfort, tan the 


Euter Filch. 


Filch, Madam, here's our Miſs Pelly come to wait i 
upon you. wo, J 
Lacy. Show her in. = 
SCENE vun. 


Lucy * Polly, 


Lucy, Dear Madam, your Servant, I hope y will | 
ardon my paſſion, whey I was ſo happy to ſee you lalt-- } 
was ſo oyer-fun with cke Spleen, that I was perfectly 


AIRVIIl NowRoger,l'llcell thee becauſe thou dt mySot 


When a Wife's in ber Pout, 

(A: ſhe's ſometimes no doubt) 
The good Husband as meek as a Lamb, © 
Her Yapours to flill,” | 

Firſt grants her her Mull, 
And the quitting Draught in Dram; 
, Poor Man! Ana the quicting Draught is 4 Dram. 


— 
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III wiſh all our Quarrels might have ſo comfor. 
table Reconciliation. ; 
Polly. I have no Excuſe ſor my own Behaviour, Ma. 
dam, but my Mistortunes . — And really, Madam, 
I ſuffer too upon your Account. | 
Lucy, But, Miſs Polly=———in the way of Friend. 
ſhip, will you give me leave to propoſe a Glaſs of Cor. 
dial to you? | | 
Polly. Strong Waters are apt to give me the Head- | 
ach I hope, Madam, you will excuſe me. 
Lucy, Not the greateſt Lady in the Land could have 
better in her Cioſet, for her own private drinking 
You ſeem wighty low in Spirits, my Dear. | 
Polly, T am ſorry, Madam, my Health will not allow 
me to accept of yourOffer.] ſhould not have left you in 
the rude Manner I did when we met laſt, Madam, had not 
my Papa bauld me away ſo unexpectedly l was indeed 
ſomewhar provok'd, and perhaps might uſe ſome Ex- 
preſſions that were diſreſpectlul — But really, Madam, 
the Captain treated me with ſo much Contempt and 
| Cruelty, chat I deſerv'd your Pity, rather than your 
Reſentment. | 
Lucy. But ſince his Eſcape, no doubt, all Matters are 
made up again Ah Polly! Polly! "tis Il am the unhappy 
Wife; and he loves you as if you were only his Miſtreſs, 
Polly. Sure, Madam, you cannot think me ſo happ 
es to be the Object of your D :alouſy— A Man is al- 
ways afraid of a Woman who loves him too well 
ſo that I muſt expect to be neglected and avoided. 
= Lacy, Then our Cafes, my dear Polly, are exactly 
Nike. Both of us indeed have been too fond, 


AIR IX, O Beſſy Bell. 


5 — 


Hd et od dl 


Polly. A curſe attends that Woman's Love, 
| Whe always would be pleaſing, 
Lucy. The Pertneſ* of the billing Dove, | 


1 
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rolly. What tben in Love can Woman do?” == 
Lucy, ue grow fond they ſhun us. 
Polly. And when we fly them, they purſue, 
Lucy, But leave us when they've won us. 


Lucy. Love is ſo very whimſical in both Sexes, that 
it is impoſſible to be laſting But my Heart ig 
ticular, and contradicts my own Obſervation. 

Polly. But really, Miſtreſs Lucy, by his laft Behaviour x 
I think J ought to enyy you W hen I was forc'd from 
him, he did not ſhow theleaſt Tenderneſs But 
perhaps he bath a Heart not capable of it. 


AIR X. Would Fate to me Belinda givtaumme - 
Among the Men, coquets we find, 
Who court by turns all Woman-kind , 
And we grant all their Hearts defir'd, 
When they are flatter d and admir'd. 
The Coquets of both Sexes are Self- lovers, and that is 


a Love no other whatever can diſpoſſeſa. 1 fear, my 
dear Lucy, our Husband is one of thoſe. | 


Lucy. Away with theſe melancholy ene. br 


deed, my dear Polly, we are both of us 1 too lo 
Let me prevail upon you; to accept of my offer. 
' AIR. XI. Come, ſweet Laſs, Fes, | - 
Come, ſwees Laſs, 
Let's baniſh Sorrow, | | 
"Til To-morrow; | Sr 
Come, ſweet Laſs, | | | 17 
Let's rakes chirhjng e EET 
Nine can clear Br "0: oY 
The Vapours of Deſpair z 
And make us light as Air, 
Then drink, and haniſh Care. 
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I can't bear, Child to ſee you in ſuch low Spirits... And 1 
mult perſwade you to what I know will do you good.1 
ſhall now „en be even with the hypocrkical Strumpet. 


pe A, * 
Woe s n I OO 


Polly. 


Polly. All this wheedling of Lucy cannot be for VO 

Ut this time too! wr know ſhe hates me! The 
Diſſembling of a Woman is always tbe Fore · runner of 

Miſchiet.— By pouring Strong - waters down my Throat, 

ſhe thinks to pump ſiome Secrets ont of me Ill be up- 

on my Guard, and won't taſte a Drop of her Liquor 
I'm :cloly'd. 


SCENE x. 
D Lucy, with Srong-waters. 
8 Come, Miſs Poly. 


Indeed, Child, you have given yourſelf trouble | 


to 90 ou muſt, my Dear, excuſe me. 
Tach. Really, Miſs Polly, you are ſo ſqueamilbly al. 
ſected about a Cup of Strong waters as a Lady be · 
| foreCompany. I vow, Polly, I (hall take it monſtrouſ- 
ly ul i you refuſe me. Brandy and Men (though Wo- 
men love them neyer ſo welſ) are always taken by us 
with ſonie Reluctance. - unleis tis in private. 
Polly. 1 Madam, jt goes againſt me. 
Wat do I ſee! 1 in Cuſtodỹy 
| * every Glimm'ring ppineſs is 
(Drops the bk, Pi om the Ground, 
Lucy, Since things are thus, Tm glad the Webch hath 
e ſcap'd: For by this Event, ies, ſhe was not ba Py 
q nough; to deſerve oP * 0 


SCE NE 
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SCENE III. 
Lockit, Macheath, Peachum, Lucy, Polly. 
Lock, Set heart to reſt, Captain Tou have 


neither the Chance of Love or Money for another E(- | 
for you are order'd'to be call'd down up- 


a 
on your Tryal immediately. 


Peach, Away, Huſlies : This is not Time for a 


Man to be hamper'd with his Wives. 


You fee 
the Gentleman in his Chains already, | 


he 


* * 
. - * 0 * 4 ol - - 
. en * . 
. S 4 
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* 
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Lucy, O Husband, Husband, my Heart long'd to 


ſee thee, but to lee thee thus diſtracts me ; 


Polly, Will not my dear Husband look upon his 


Polly ? Why hadſt thou not flown to me for Protec- 


tion? with me thou hadſt been ſaſe. 
AIR XII, The laſt Time went ger the Moor. 


Polly, Hither, dear Husband, turn your Eyes. 
Lucy, Beſtow one Glance to cheer me, 
Polly. Think with that look, thy Polly dies. 
| Lucy, O ſhun me 10. bear me. 
| Polly. Nis Polly fes. * 
Luey. n, Lucy Heal. 
Polly. 1s thus true Love requited ? 
| Lucy, My heart is burſting. 
Polly. = Mine too breaks, 
Lucy. Muſt T 
Polly. — Mu 1 be ſlighted, 


Mach. What would you have me ſay Ladies?—You 
2 n ſoon be at an end, without my diſ- 
ing either of you. | 
Peach, But the fettling this Point, Captain, might 
prevent a La · ſuit between your two W * 


= - 
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Aix xi. Vm THoter's my true Love. 


Mach. Which way ſball I turn met — How can I decide? 
Wives the Day of our Death are as fond ar a Bride. 
One Wife is tos much for moſt Husbands 10 bear, 

| But two at a Time there's no Mortal can bear; 
This way, and that way, and which way 1will 
* © What would comfort the ane, U 'o:ber Wife would 


tale ill. 5 

Pe Bor if his own Misfortunes haye made him 
Einſenſible to mine A Father ſure will be more com- 

paſſionate— Dear. dear Sir, ſink the material Evidence, 

and bring him off at his Froal-Pelly upon her Knees 
| begs i it of you, 

"AIR XIV. 1am apoor Shepherd undone, 
When my Hero in Court appears, 

| And flands arraign'd for bis Life, 

+ ©» Then think of peer Polly's Tears ba 
Fir Ab! Peer Polly's his Wife. | re: 
u- the Sailer be boldy up his Hand, 4 
Diſtreſ onthe Daſhing ae, 

8 5 To die à dry Death at Land, ts 
Is as bad as a watery Grave. 7 


„ And alas, poor Polly! 
: . Mack, and well. a. da? 
. I was in Love, 3 lbs. © 
ob ! every Month vit oof 


2 * . af 
: Tal, 1 Prachurs's Heart is horden'd; ore you, 
85 will have more compaſſion on a Daugter=-l know 
Evidences are in [your Tower How ben can you 
de a Nat to me? al 


» 2 a 


uw 


g. 


Now, Gendlemen, 1 Lan) rea dy to attend Nl 


+ we 
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AIR XV. anche the loyely, G. 
When he holds up his Hand arraign' fer his Life, 
O think of your Daughter, and think I'm his. Wife! 
What are Cannons, or Bomba, or claſhing of Sword: 
For Death is more certain by Witneſſes Words. 
Then nail np their Lips, that dread Thunder allay 
And each Month of my Life will hereafter be May, 
' Lock, Macheath's Time is come, Lacy We know 


our own Aſtairs, therefore let us have no more wh, 
pering or whining, 


AIR XVI. A Cobler there was, Cr. 

Our ſelves, like the Great, to ſecure a Retreat, 

I hen Matters require it, muſt give up our Gang ; : 
And good reaſon why, 
Or, inſtead of the Fry, 
Ev'n Peachum azd I 

Like poor petty Raſcals, might hang, bung; 

Like poor petty Raſcals, might bang. 

Peach, = your Heart at reſt, Polly. Your Hus- 


band is to - 2p to day. — Therefore, if you are not al- 


ready provided, *tis high time to look about for 4150. 
ther, here s Comfort for you, you Slut. 


Lock, We are ready, Sir, to conduct you to beo wei, 
AIR XVII. Bonny Dundee. = 
Mach. :The' Charge is prepar'd, the Lawyers ate mer, 
e Judges all rang'd ( terribe How!) * 2 2 
N undijmay afer Death is a Debt, | I® | 
A Debi n demand., take what T7 owe. | 
Den fareedtl; my Love, Drar Ch n, 
Ontented 1 die— Ii the better for 
Here ends all Diſpute” the reſt-of our 23552 
For this Way at aner I pleaſe all my Wires, 


«+ +. Av; 


ent 


wm, Beggar's be 5 
8 CTI Xl, b 
ö Lucy, Polly, Filch. 
Pelty. Sa” Filch, tothe Court. 


Im fondof it to Diſtractionl— But alas nov. all Mirth 
ſeems an inſult goo. my affliction . Let us retire, my 
dear Lucy, and indulge our Sotrows.— The noiſy Crew, 
you ſes are coming upon us. *  (Exeunt, 
= '- A Dance of Priſoners in Chains, & e. 
1 SCENE XTIII. 
| The Condemn'd Hold. 
Machesth, in 4 metancholly Poſture, 
AIX XVIN. Happy Groves. 
o nel, crueh, cruel Gaſe , | 
* 1 fuſſtr this diſgrace f 
AIR XIX. Of all the Girls that are ſo ſinatt 
of all the Friends in time of Grief, 
mia threa!' ning Death looks grimumer, 
_ Nov ene fo fore cx bring Rebel, 2 
| A beſt Friends, a Erimamer, (Drinks. 
AI II. Bricons ſtrike home, 
9 . 
. But now gas mp; bes fk, | 


"a radula ore; 1 


1 And when 
the Tryetis over, bring _ particular Account of his 
| Behavious, and of every thing thac '$.— You'll 
| 6nd me berg with la Lacy. (L. Filch.) Bus why is 
all this Muſick ? 

Eq. The Prifoners, whoſe _ are put off till 
| next Seſſians, are diveniog themfe 

| Pally, there is nothing ſo e as Muſick! 
| 
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AIR XXII. To old Sir Simon the King, 
But Yalour the ſtronger grows, "IE 
The ffronger Liquvr meu drinking ;- ' 
Ad bow can wwe feel owr Woes, _ 1 
When ue v leſ the trouble of Thinking? (Drink 
| Al XXIII. T's great C ur. __ 

Much bolder wish Brandy. 8 I 
(Pours out a dumper of e 
| AIR XXIV, There was an old Woman. 


8 


3, Idrink off this Bannpereue. dud mew Icin fand beth 
| Andy Canr ate ofewil foe, thus I die as bruvs arthe Beſt, 


AIR xxv. Did you ever heir of @ paltea pair, | 


But can I leave my pretty Huſhes, 
Without one Tear, er tinder Sigh? 


AIR xxvi. Why are mine Eyes fill flowing. 
Their Eyes, them Lids, their Baſſes, 
Recal my Love. Ab muſt I die 
AIR XXVII. Green Sleeves. 
e +44 Lo 
p curb Vice in ers, as * 


I wonder we ban'r better mpamy, | 
. "493 Upo# Tyburn Tree! is 
But Gold from Lu can take out FOLLY A 
e. f tich len le us were te ſwing, © © 
. "Txwould thin the Land, ſuch Numbers is * | 
Upon Ty bura Tree? - 


Jaller Some Friciidh of yours; Captain, dere 6 
de. kei f Pte. n N 


* a 
1 . 


OR n Bears Gen 


* SCENE XIV. 72 
Machenth, Ben Budge, Matt of tbe Mint. 


Mach. For my having bete pinon you ſee, Gentle. 
men, IL am order'd immediate Execution The Sheriffs 
Officers, I believe, are now . e Jemmy 
Twicher ſhould peach me, I own ſurpriz d me! Tis 
a plain proof that the World is allalike, and that even our 
Gang en no more truſt one another than other People. 
therefore, Ibeg y ou, Gentlemen, look well to yourſelves, 
for in all probability you may live ſome Months longer. 
Matt. We are heartily ſorry, Ca ain, for your 
misfortunc=—But tis what we muſt all come to. 
Mach. Peachum and Locbit, you know, are infamous 
© Scoundgrels, Their Lives are as much in your power, as 
vours are in theirs — Remember yout dying Friend 
Tris my laſt Requeſt. Bring thoſe Villians to the Gal. 
E lows before you, and I am ſatisfled. 
o 
Jailer. r r a word with you, 
2 Gentlemen, adieu. 


” a 


. 


ve xv. 


2 Macheath, Polly, 


Mach. My dear Lacy. my dear Polly. Whatſpever 
bach paſt between us is no ũt an end. If you are fond 
ot mar again, the beſt Advice I can give you, is to 
- thip yourſelyes off for the Weſt Indies, where you'll have 
- a fair Chance of getting a Hu a, piece; or by good 
Luck, two or three, as you like bi TY 
Polly," How can T ſupport this ſigbe :! 

Tracy. There. is nothing WN o 1 as a 
Srear Mag in Wires 44a! 2 


AIR XXVIIL All you that muſt take * . 
Lucy. — apgrnneds #5 T <4 i. ** 


Lu 
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Lucy. Tv be hang d with you. | 
Polly. My dear, with you. 
Mach. © leave me te Thought I fear! I doubt) 
| I tremble! I doubt wm See my Courage is . 
(Turns up the empty Bottle va 


polly. No Token of Love? 
Mach. — be my Courage is ont. 


"a 


9 | (T uras up the empty Pag 
Lucy. No Token of Love? > $930 4 
wh Alien. 5 
Fare uel. 


Mach. Bur bark! T bear the Toll of the Bell. 

| Choras, Tol de rol lol, e. 
Jailor. Four Women more, Captain, with a child | 
piece! See here they come, ( Enter Women and Children 
"Mach, What. sour Wives more:. This is toi 
much — Here — tell the Sheriffs Officers I am ready. 
(Exit Macheath guardec 


SCENE XVI. 


Tv them, enter Player and dagger 2 | $ 


Play. But honeſt rjend, 1 nope you don't inten 
that Macheath ſhall . executed. 

Beg. Moſt certainly, Sir To make che. Piece perfect. 
I was for doin ng ſtrict poetical Juſtice,.--Mdcheath is i 

he hang dʒ and for the other, Perſonagesof the Drama, he, 
Audience muſt haye ſuppos'd they were all either hang U | 
or tranſported, 

Play. Why cken, Friend, this is'a down right der 
Tragedy. The Cataſtrophe i is manifeſtly wrong, for 
an Opera muſt end happily, ©. 

Beg. Tour Objection, Sir, is very juſt anti is ealily re- 
moy'd, For you mult allow, tag ig ;bi ind of Drama, 
tis no matter how abſurdly things 3 brought about 
S0. yu Rabble there run und cry a Reprieve.— let 

| * Prifoner be bronght back to his Wives ED 
a 7. 


— 
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Play. All this we muſt do, to comply wich the 
aſte of the Town. | | 
We Beg. Through the whole Piece you may obſerye ſuch a 
militude of Manners in high and low Life,that it is diffi. 
ult to determine — fin the faſhionable Vices) the 
Ne Gentlemen imitate theGentlemen of the Road, or the 
gentlemen of the Road the fine Gentlemen {4 
eri remain'd, as Lat firſt intended, it would have car - 
Wed a moſt excellent Moral. Twould have ſhown that 
We lower Sort of People have their Vices in a Degree as 
Well as the Rich: And that they are puniſh'd for them. 
SCENE XVII | 


To them, Macheath with Rabble, &c. 
Mach. So, itſeems, I am notleft to my choice, but 
t have a Wiſe at laſt.— Look ye, my Dears, we will 
Wave no Controverſy now. Let us give this Day to Mirth, 
nd I am ſure ſhe who thinks her ſelf my Wite will teſti- 
ber Joy by a Dance. 
come, a Dance, ——a Dance. 
& Mach. Ladies, I hope you will give me leave to preſent 
Partner to each of you. And(if I may without Offence) 
Wor this time, I take Polly for mine—And for Life, you 
for we are really married. As for the reſt 
Nut at preſent keep your own Secret. (To Polly, 
—_ :; 5; SE, a ; 
$3 A DANCE. - 
nx. Lymps of Puddings, C-. 
and like the Turk, with his Dor ies around, 
men all Sides their Glances his Paſſion confound” 
r black, brown, and fair, his Inconſlancy burns, 
= 41d the different Beauties ſubdue him by turns: 
© Each calls forth her Charms, to proveke bis Deſires, 
3 "Thongh willing te all, with but one be retires. _ 
© But think of this Maxim, and put off your Sorrow, 
The Wreich of To-day, may be bapyy To morrow. 
Chorus, Bui think of ibis Maxim, UM. 22 
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Air 4 Ii Love the Virgin's Heart invade 

Air 5 A Maid is like the Golden Oar 

Air 6 Virgin's are like the fair Flower, gc. 
Air 7 Our Polly is a ſad Slut, &. 

Air 8 Can Love be controul'd by Advice 
Airg O Polly, you might have toy d and kiſt 
Air 10 I like a Ship in Storms, was toſt 

Air 11 A Fox may ſteal your Hens, Sir, 

Air 12 Oh, ponder well! be not ſevere 

Air 13 The Turtle thus with Plaintive c 
Air 14 Pretty Polly, ſay 

Air 15 My Heart was ſo free. 19 
Air 16 Were I laid on Greenland's Coaſt na 
Ar 17 O what pain it is to | 
Air 28 The Miſer thus a 
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d Let us take the Road | = 
Air 2 If the Heart ofa karg oda 22 
Air 4 Vous the Seaſon mate for Joys 2 
Air 5 Before the Barn-door crowing », 
Airs The Gameſters and Lawyers, Ge. 2 
Air y At the Tree I ſhall fuffer with pleaſure 3s 70 
Air s Man may from Rope and Gum 7 
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Air x0 How cruel are the Traytors - „ 
Air 11 The firft time ar the Locking ge 898 
Ai When you cenſare the Age 7 8 


Air 13 Is then his 


te decrees, Sir, —_— 
Air 14 You'll think 


Fe many Days a. | 
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Ic 1.5 If you-at 4 Office ſollicit your Due 
1 Thus when the Swallow, ſeeking Prey 

bir 27 How, bap could 1 be with ehher - ” 
ic is I'm bubbled , 

ie 19 Ceaſe. your Funding 

io Why bow now, Madam Flirt 

2 No Power on Earth can e'er divide * 

lir 22 1 like the Fox ſhall grieve | 


KCT IL. Air 1 When yourg a at the Bar, . 46 
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ir 2 My Loye is all Madneſs and Fol ibia 
ir 3 Thus Gameſters united in Friendſhip, c. 47 
: * 4 The Modes of the Court, Ce. 49 
ie 5 What Gudgeons are we Men | U «ge! 
fie In the Days of my Youth, G. 42 
7 I'm like a Skiff on the Ocean tot | 54 
mur:s When a Wife's in her Pout 55 
A Curſe auends ihat Woman's Love 36 
0 Among the Men, Coquets we find 57 
a 1 Come, ſweet Laſs n bin 
: Hichez, deh Husband, turn your kyes 39 
Wir. 13 Which Way ſhall I turn me, &c. ä \ hs 


i When my Hero in Court appears #6 
ir 15 When be holds up bis Hand, ec, 61 
„ e like rhe Great; G. bid 
3 T e is prepar'd, Sc. ibid 
62 i 288 cruel, Fete) Caſe). a: 1957 af 
Air 19 Of all the Friends in lime of Griel ibi 
ſas Since I muſt 8 Ge. ibi 


:21 But ham again. my Spirits ud bid 

our ihe Dronger grows 363 

23 It thiS——\ Man te 1 pf "_ * 

| | 11,24 $0. 1 flink off «bis bee .-. 11 

| 3 a But can I geave my preiiy Huſſi 2 8 

ie4s Their Eyes, their Lips, their Buſes + 

4 £27 Since Laws are maqe for ev'ry Degree * n 1 
e Would I-might be hang g 2 

apy 15 Tuck, __ 6/34! ; (06k. 
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